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PREFACE. 



During the painful hours of his tedious exile, the 
Sovereign PontiflF meditated in silence and in sorrow 
over the unhappy events which had defiled the face of 
Italy and of Rome. He saw, with feelings of bitter 
anguish, that his people had been deceived and misled 
by the intrigues and cunning artifices of the conspira- 
tors, and intoxicated by the cry of liberty, they had 
. plunged into the vortex of anarchy and crime. 

While revolving these things in his mind, he conceived 
the happy idea of establishing a periodical, as a medium 
of restoring sound prindples to the minds of the Italians, 
and of removing the dark cloud of falsehood and misre- 
presentation which had been so assiduously thrown 
around the recent events, b y the^ L^rinian press. For 
this purpose, during his residence at the Royal Villa at 
Portici, he directed the Jesuit Fathers in Naples to un- 
dertake the publication of some periodical, which with 
the blessing of heaven, might accomplish these desirable 
results. 

Father Curci was placed at the head of this literary 
enterprise, and he immediately selected Father Bresciani 
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as one of his associates, and committed to him that de- 
partment of the projected Magazine, which should fur- 
nish those pleasing and attractive articles, so essential 
in a work which is intended to be made popular. The 
brilliant and comprehensive mind of the venerable eccle- 
siastic rose in proportion to the importance of the de- 
partment committed to his charge. Soaring above the 
ordinary writers of fiction, he sought to unite pleasure 
wi th utility, and to adorn the pages ot trut hful history 
with all the gaie^]oFi^ance. The field ofj he recent 
convulsions of Italy lay before him — ^the sad and mourn- 
ful recollection of the heart-rending scenes whichhad 
just taken place, was still fresh in the public mind. 
Here he determined to lay his plot. 

On the evening of the 6th of February, 1850, during 
the course of a solitary walk along the enchanting Bay 
of Naples, and while contemplating a violent eruption of 
Moimt Vesuvius, the happy idea of the " Jew of Ve- 
rona^' was conceived, its outlines sketched, and even 
before the author had retired, the first pages were com- 
mitted to paper. 

Father Bresciani, who was an eye-witnes§ to many of 
thfr^^S SSs wJiich figrelates,^ anJfor the truth of which 
he vouches, even in the most minute particulars, gives a 
faithful history of the convulsions of Europe, and more 
especi ally of the scenes of devastation coriimitted in 
Ital yl^ in RoineT T r^^Ti T.hft ^ ea ih of Gic^oi y I lle^VI. - 
to the attack on the Quirinal Palace, and the flight of 
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Pope Pius the IX. Owing to the combined efforts of 
the sectarian and secular press, and their emissaries, the 
• most exaggerated misstatements of facts have been pub- 
lished and ingeniously circulated, and thus the most 
erroneous impressions relative to these transactions, have 
been made upon the public mind both in this country 
and in Europe. 

Th at a rebellion took place in Rome, that ^1^^ Sava, 
reign iPoiUiflLj^ ascom peUedrTofly from his dominions, 

t hat a so-called Republic W ai prnfTnininfll in jE^mAtrn. 

polls of jbhe_Cbristi an world, arp w*^^^ Tgnnro^ and public 
facts, but how few are aware of the nefariojiajafiaiia by 



which thefl^>.-£xtr ai;^dinary events were accomplis hed. 
And for the want of better information thousands of 
well-disposed persons have been betrayed into false con- 
clusions; they have been led to impute blame where 
none was justly due, and to applaud actions the most 
atrocious and unjust. 

But the principal object of the author in preparing the 
[ wctti, was to expose the wicked-tendency and the treach- 



j erou s^HSStgns o i the secret societies. Of these nefarious 
associations, he draws the most vrnTpicture. He removes 
the dark cloud which envelopes them, and exhibits them 
in all their hideousness. He shows from the writings of 
their leaders, that their avowed object is to force back' civi- 
lization into a state of barbarism, in order, as they pre- 

• tend, to lay anew the foundation of society, and to build 
up a system better calculated to insure the happiness of 
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mankind. These objects they pursue with unremitting 
energy, everywhere and against all opposition ; in pri- 
sons and in dungeons, in palaces and in hovels ; in the 
army and in the navy ; in the halls of legislation, and 
even " under the altar of God." 

But with a hypocritical air of sanctity they deceive 
the superficial observer ; with religion on their lips and 
infidelityin their hearts, they diflFuse the venom of their 
pernicious prmStples into eveij/ d§|)aJtUli6ilt-eWiterature, 
and among all ranks and conditions^ofjife ; in silence 
and in secrecy they meditate destruction agjiinst the 
most cherished institutions of society, rebellion against 
law and ordef, and Liuason affliniJl''tjro5I They mislead 
the mcautious, and corrupt the innocence of the young. 
And, alas ! how many parents have had cause to exclaim 
with the present venerable PontiflF, when he saw the 
ravages they had committed among the noble and gene- 
rous youth of Italy: /^^Ah ! they ha.vfi robbpd^Bae^^^y 
c hildren." _ 

The ultimate tendency of secret societies is every- 
♦where the same. The truth of this remark may be 
gathered from the language of Mazzini himself, the 
arct-leader o^ the^ secret societies of Europe. In a 
letter or circular addressed Lu his fuUuwers in 1846, he 
says : " Secret societies give to the party on whose side 
they are enlisted, a power that is perfectly irresistible. 
Be not alarmed, if you see them split into several divi- 
sions ; the more the better ; they all tend to the same 
end J only they take diflferent roads." 
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With such admissions from a source so reliable, how 
important is it for our own citizens, more particularly 
for the Catholic, to pause for a moment and consider 
these truths, especially at a time when secret societies 
o verspread the land ; at a time, when the aspirant to 
political honors, in order to attain the goal of hia ambi- 
tion, is frequently compelled to bind himself by the 
most solemn vows, to carry out the foul and impious 
designs of certain secret associations : associations whose 
npfiTifljTJ^iprliflgm'fl^ 4^ object is hostility to the Catholic 
Church, flmjlj^nsitinp tn C]fi.f]\n\\(\ emigration : associa- 
tions which , under the p r etence of "liberty," "pro- 
gress,'* "^ enlightenment,*' tend to supplant revealed re- 
lifflon, aiid, when devdop^d, may re^ Bnactrnipon the ' 
shores of^America, the bloody deeds of the Ked KepiiF-' 
licans of France and Italy, and the Radicals of Switzer- 
land. While we hear this warning voice raised from 
the plains of Italy against the dmgersof secr et soci e- 
titTty wo ihmilrl hrn^ ^^ ^in^i that thos^ s ftfirftt flgfin(>iftfl 
are everywhere, and at all times, in active operation ; 
and if it be only occasionally they give signs of vigorous 
action, and as it were by accident percolate through 
the disguises which envelope them, the final explosion of 
the mine is only the more to be dreaded. A key, there- 
fore, to movements which may at any time, even in our 
own country, lead to the most fearful revolutions, cannot 
prove otherwise than acceptable. 

VOL. I. 2 a 
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I I But the warning which it rais es^jgaia fttr oe c re t socie- 
' ' ties, is only one of the many merits of the work. The 
danger of bad tooks, tJieir corrupting_iafluence over 
tJie^Tninrlfl ofthejoung, ijdistinctly maEkfid.mit. They 
are the ready vehicles in the hands of secret societies 
for disseminating their pernicious doctrines, and of ulti- 
mately accomplishing their nefarious ends. On this 
subject the author holds the following language : " Be 
assured that bad books can teach you nothing whatever. 
There are innumerable histories which, with intentional 
malice, distort and misrepresent facts, and store the 
mind with a collection of falsehoods. The community 
is flngj^.^ ¥^^^ pl^i'lo sophical and moral t reatises, written 
in a pleasing and ^t^ractive style, hut poisoned with 
sophisms anofallacies, which fill the minds of those who 
read them with pernicious errors. These works are the . 
more dangerous because they conceal the poison which 
penetrates the roots of fundamental principles, and cor- 
rupts the minds of youth in matters of the first import-, 
ance. Lying histories, false and erroneous speculations, 
are in our days the murderous arms by which impiety 
seeks to corrupt the world. The followers of Voltaire, 
of the last century, were in the habit of interweaving 
with their errors the most disgusting obscenities ; at the 
present day more craft is displayed : vice is concealed 
under the. giag kof virtue ; they t hus insinuate th^J^enom 
\x\\cs thft jprst principles; thevs eek no long^ to poison 

It is superfluous to add a single word in reference to 
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the character and the evil tendency of this class of 
literature in our own land, where perhaps it has acquired 
a wider circulation, and is read with more avidity than 
in any other country in the world. 

Th e true character of Mazzini, of Kossuth, of Lola 
MonteSajjud^l' othiJr proilllhent actors m thelate con- 
vulsi ons of E jiropc^^d even tiiat ot " Jbather Gavazzi, ' ' 
is unfold ed in the trumful pages of the Jew of Verona; 



and as many of these uultid personages have visited our 
shores, and are at the present moment disseminating in 
our midst their poisonous principles, it is important that 
the public should know their history and understand 
their characters. 

But while the "Jew of Verona" possesses all the 

Tni >riti4 nf ^ tmithf n l Tiip|(f>ry , if nftiwlu'w^a nil f^ i n beauties 
of the most infAyfiafiiig TATYiftTiAA. The author, like an 
accomplished artist, relieves the narrative by introducing 
to the reader a number of interesting characters, who 
orfiibit virtue in all its charms, and depict vice in all its 
deformity. In the person of Polissena, parents may 
learn to guard against the seductive influence of those, 
who under the cloak of piety, agreeable manners, and 
personal accomplishments, seek to poison the fountain 
of domestic happiness, to beguile the young, and to in- 
fuse into their innocent hearts the bitter portion of 
wickedness and crime. In the virtuous Alisa, they will 
learn to place a proper estimate upon the blessings of a 
religious education; in Ursulipia, the lamentable effects 
of ^evfl associations are vividly drawn : and^ih As6r, the 
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hero of the tale, we behold the noblest qualities of mind 
and heart degraded and debased by the fearful abomina- 
tions of the code of Weishaupt, whilst in the circumstances 
which led to his conversion to Christianity, the rea der, 
with mingled feelings of wond er and admiration, con- 
te mplates the infinite goodness andmercy^ God, whose 
oy erruling provi dence directs all human action s, and 
often conducts the most imtowardje ygnts to th e^happiest 
restd tsT^Th ig^Ri d^^p Vftin n^"y^igiOn and mora lity runs 
thrgja gh tlie who le work. 

The translation and publication of the work have 
been undertaken at the earnest solicitation of many 
eminent Catholics, who, having read the work in the 
original, were desirous of having it circulated among the 
Catholics of the United States. 

Certain portions of the original work have been 
omitted or abridged in the translation, either to preserve 
a proper connexion, or because their interest was consi- 
dered merely local. The work terminates with the death 
of Aser, the chief character in the scene, as the author 
could not conveniently continue after that event, which 
was literally true. The excesses committed in Rome, 
after the flight of the Pope, the author has minutely 
described in a subsequent work, entitled " The Roman 
Republic," which may at an early period be given to the 
public. 

Baltimore. Dec. 1, 1853. 
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CHAPTER I. 



** There are fables which resemble truth, 
And truths which resemi)le fables." — Volt. 



The sides of Mount Vesuvius present a most delight- 
ful view to the spectator who stands near Portici, or on 
the Torre del Greoo. The eye never grows fatigued, nor 
does the mind ever become satiated with the grandeur 
of the scenery; the heart overflows with the delight 
which those luxuriant heights everywhere breathe. The 
noble and delicate mind of the Sovereign PontiflF, Pope 
Pius IX., frequently contemplated the beauties of those 
hills during the sad hours of his tedious exile, and from 
the terrace or portico of the villa, watched the tranquil 
sea, and scanned the circle of the gulf from Posilippo 
to Sorrentum. On the one hand, he beheld the fertile 
shores, studded with villas and palaces, environed by well- 
cultivated lands ; on the other, groves of orange trees 
and cedars, vineyards of the choicest grapes, gardens in 
the freshest verdure, and orchards of the most delicious 
fruit, crowned the declivities pf the mountains. The 
softness of the climate, and the clearness of atmosphere, 
the placid sea, the gentle breezes, the scent of flowers, and 

8 



26 THE JEW OF VERONA. 

the splendor with which the groves of myrtle and laurel 
clothed the landscape even in winter, partly assuaged the 
sorrows of the Pontiff, and softened a heart overwhelmed 
with the most poignant affictions. More than once he 
exclaimed : " Oh blessed land ! Oh tranquil abode ! Oh 
sweet refuse of peace !"* 

Onr jtlie &thr of Fobpuary, upon the high summit of 
Vesuvius, was seen k dense column of smoke, increasing 
:*i:api&ty ctad extending: into ; the clouds. The profound 
^ Varetns 'o^ llie ihotdltain b^gan to send forth groans re- 
sembling the rumbling of distant thunder, the heavens 
were darkened, the sun grew dim, and the sea raged with 
the violence of the wind. The horses, with waving manes 
iind ears erect, neighed and pawed the ground ; the dogs 
ran howling with terror through the streets of Ottaiano, 
Resina, and Bosco ; the birds with doubtful flight escaped 
to the mountain of Amalfi ; the ducks fled noisily from 
their ponds; domestic fowls uttering the most doleful 
cries, collected their young beneath the refuge of their 
wings, and the doves regained their retreats in silence 
and sadness. The hollow sides of the mountain redoubled 
their thunder ; the clouds of smoke driven impetuously 
by the tempest overspread the plains beneath. The 
heights staggered and the mouth of the volcano yawned ; 
rocks, flames, and ashes were vomited forth to the clouds 
with a threatening and dreadful sound, resembling the 
roaring of artillery. The fiery torrent, hurled by the 
fury of the internal tempest, darted forth with the noise 

* During the sorrowful vicissitudes of 1848, the Sovereign Pontiff Pius 
IX. retired to Gaeta, where he was welcomed with the most filial love 
and generosity by Ferdinand II., King of Naples. In September, 1849, he 
changed his residence foy the Villa Reale di Portici, where he remained 
until 1850. The eruptioi> pf Mount Vespyius occurred in the February 
of that year. 
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of thunder, heaved up red-hot rocks from the abyss of 
the crater, and rushed down the precipices into the val- 
leys beneath. For three days and nights, fire and smoke, 
rocks and ashes, were vomited forth from this mouth of 
the infernal regions. The smoke, driven by the vind, :moved 
in black masses over the bay, and along the mountains of 
Cafitellamare ; then stretching over Sorrentum, it ex- 
tended up the acclivities of Amalfi, and over the broad 
bay of Salerno, even to Pestum, Whirlwinds, darkness, 
and stench accompanied the stormy vortex; the sea 
itself seemed in flames, and sent forth exhalations which 
obscured the heavens. 

Consternation spread through the surrounding country. 
From the middle of the crater, columns of fire like a 
swollen torrent laimched into the air, and were precipi- 
tated down the ridges of the mountain in the direction 
of Ottaiano. The fiery lava, like another Phlegethon, 
descended flashing and blazing amidst the smoke and 
ashes, which increased the horror of this infernal flood. 
The unfortunate population of Ottaiano, beholding its 
ruinous course, fled terror-stricken from their dwellings to 
seek safety elsewhere. Mothers snatched up their chil- 
dren and pressed them to their bosom, and called aloud to 
their husbands, who tore their hair in desperation, as 
they saw the flood of fire devouring their lands. But 
the inexorable torrent rolled onward, burning and exter- 
minating trees and buildings, until, roaring and foaming 
amidst sulphur and brimstone, it reached the plain near 
Sumo, where it stopped, having traversed a distance of 
nearly seven nules. Crowds of persons flocked from 
Naples to view this terrific scene ; and while, from the 
opposite heights they stood contemplating the devas- 
ating stream, its lurid glare shone upon their horrified 
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countenances ; terrific explosions stunned their ears ; 
the roaring of the waves, the quaking earth, and rocks 
dashed against each other with fearful sounds, presented 
before them a horrible vision of the infernal regions. 
Whilst many, sensible of the danger, were reproaching 
themselves for their curiosity, others still more incautious 
ascended the opposite ridges of Vesuvius, to obtain a 
nearer view of the raging torrent of lava, which was 
hurled upwards by the fury of the volcano. What mad- 
men ! Some of them fell crushed by the enormous rocks 
which fell from above ; others had their limbs broken, 
while the rest rushed headlong down the precipitous 
paths by which they had ascended. 
\ Among those who were contemplating Vesuvius from 
Uhe opposite side of t he mountaitt,^ood a Roman, named 
jB^olo Capegli. This man, striking his forehead at the 
sight of the sudden eruption, exclaimed : " Oh ! who 
that beholds this Vesuvius, does not see an image of the 
fortunes of Italy ! Italy, our beautiful, our generous 
country! How pressing thy invitations, formerly ex- 
tended to the pilgrim ! The traveller could never suffi- 
ciently contemplate the magnificence of thy sacred cere- 
monies ; the richness of thy scenery ; the sweet repose of 
thy cities ; the ardor of thy youth ; the enchanting beauty 
of thy women; the industry, the valor, the genius and 
refined policy of thy citizens. How art thou thus sud- 
denly convidsed ! How has a volcano thus broke forth 
in thy centre, scattering smoke and flames in every direc- 
tion, and overwhelming thee in such immeasurable ruin ! 
Oh, my country ! Oh, dearest treasure of my heart ! Oh, 
sacred object of my gladdened hopes, how do I now be- 
hold thee, thus crushed and spurned, and robbed of every 
blessing ! Thou art humbled to the dust ; thou draggest 
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along thy lacerated and bleeding side. Look in thy 
death-struggles upon thy children ; thy sons whom it 
was ever thy pride to see great among nations, but who 
were incapable of recognising the glory to which thou 
hadst purposed to exalt them. Such was the future 
with which I also had flattered myself, when a malignant 
influence corrupted and poisoned thy noble aspirations, 
and turned into ruin all that thou hadst with consummate 
wisdom devised for the liberty and honor, the virtue and 
power of thy people. Thy sufferings harrowed my soul, 
and unable to stem the fury of the vast conflagration 
which consumes thee, I tore myself from thy beautiful 
plains, and wandered into a strange country to weep over 
thy misfortunes/' 

Bartolba inflamed with indignation at the remembrance 
of his country's wrongs, gave vent to these lamentations 
in the midst of a large circle of friends, whom he had 
joined in Naples, shortly after his arrival from Switzer- 
land, and with whom he had come to view the foaming 
lava, which was now devastating the fertile plains, and 
destroying the delightful gardens of the luxuriant sides 
of Vesuvius. 

I imagine that I still see the people asking each other, 
who could this Cato be, that, comparing Italy to the 
graceful and flowery borders of Vesuvius, had thus broke 
forth in loud lamentations over the volcano which had 

3'cMied ijWlWjrn^^flf, and whifih lyft s producing^ su ch 
teraDle ruin^and who had been so pierced with sor- 
rowrt hat he had aband oned Eomeand-Italy an^ taken 
ref uge i n a foreign lan^ 

Bartoio Oapegli was now in his fortieth year, tall and 
well formed ; of a powerful and penetrating mind ; affable 
to his friends, and in less unfortunate times an agreeable 

8* 
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companion, being full of jest and wit. He was kind and 
prudent in his own family ; he carefully attended to his 
private affairs ; was just, loyal, and of an excellent dispo- 
sition. His father was formerly a member of the Curia, 
and appeared at the Courts of the Rota, or Monte Citorio, 
decorated with a full powdered wig, a purple cassock, 
rochet and mantle, and in everything resembled a Mon- 
signore. This active, laborious, and venerable man was 
in the daily habit of taking his son Bartolo, when a boy^ 
to hear mass at the Madonna di Sant 'Agostino, and to 
the ceremonies in which the Pope officiated ; a»bove all, 
he Tifti Efir pmif^tf^d ^.o tak^ him, at Christmas, at Easter, 
and ^°^^>^^ fe stivals of St, Peter and St. Joh n^ to receive 
t hfe Pope's benediction. There were appointed days for 
visits to the Madonna dell * Archetto, to that of the Pieta 
in the Piazza Colonna, to the Bambino d'Araceli, and to 
St. John decapitated at the Cerchi. In the evenings, a 
select company of Concistorial Advocati, Judges of the 
Rota, Councillors of the Sant* Uffizio, and other distin- 
guished personages, assembled at the house of Capegli. 
The majority of these were dignified old men, who still 
remembered the fortunate days of Pius Vl. They de- 
scribed him to the young Bartolo, as the most handsome 
and dignified Pope that ever filled the chair of St. 
Peter ; tall and portly, with a countenance full of ma- 
jesty ; grave and imposing in his deportment ; a voice 
clear and sonorous ; magnificent and kinglike in his move- 
ments ; but in giving benediction from the balcony at 
the Vatican, his manner was particularly calculated to 
inspire awe and admiration. 

" Then,*' said one of the company, " came those dread- 
ful times of the French Republic, when he was dragged 
from Rome and carried into France ! What weeping, 
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what lamentation through Trastevere and the Monti! 
What mourning through the entire city !*' 

"I," continued another, "was then at Viterbo, and 
cannot remember that, but I shall never forget the 
scaling of the walls of the Quirinal, to carry off Pius 
VII. Dear Bartolo ! thou art but a boy, and wast per- 
haps not then bom, but ask thy father how disastrous 
were those days ! You remember," said he, turning to 
Bartolo*s father, " when, for refusing to take the pre- 
scribed oath, you were compelled to fly and conceal your- 
self in §ome unfrequented place, and were perpetually 
haunted by suspicion. You recollect the assassinations, 
and the imprisonment of so many unfortunate Monsig- 
nori; some were sent to Finestrella or Alessandria, 
others to Corsica or the galleys of Genoa, Toulon, or 
Bordeaux!" 

" For my part," added another, " I never moved from 
the Barberini palace ; I had however, many narrow 
escapes, and was finally saved only by disguising myself 
as a stable-boy, and employing myself among the horses. 
In the evening, I occasionally stole forth to visit my 
friends and*companions, who were even in a more laugh- 
able plight than myself, lurking about in holes and cor- 
ners. They often climbed to the roofs of the houses by 
means of ladders, and after these were removed, there 
was but little danger of a discovery. Others secreted 
t hemafilves in certain hovels of the Subnrra^ or at Ran 
iftfi Tf wft ,s lamentable to behold men of th e 
highest talents passing their days without occupation, and 
wasting months among the wash-houses of Trastevere, and 
the gardeners of the Monti. In the Ruspoli palace, we 
were exceedingly diverted by the adventures of the arch- 
priest of Ariano, who sometimes secretly entered Rome 
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from the residence of a nobleman, where he had been 
concealed by the aid of the carriers and herdsmen, on the 
estate. He would sometimes come on horseback ip the 
dress of a bufifalo-driver, called in Rome a Btiters, wear- 
ing a sugarloaf hat, under which he wore a scarlet net- 
work cap, with its tasisel dangling over his right shoulder. 
A silk sash variegated with green and blue and ending in 
a long fringe, encircled his waist, and with the addition 
of a dagger and pistols, he might easily have passed for 
one of the most valiant sbirri of the Corte Savella. His 
red doublet turned up with white, buttons like pistachio 
nuts, large boots buckled up the sides, two rusty spurs, 
a long club hanging on his arm, and his coat bound with 
lace, and interwoven on the back with the Ruspoli arms, 
he seemed to the French sentinels at the city gate a per- 
sonage of some importance, and they saluted him with a 
good grace as he entered." 

One lively old man, a member of the Sant* TJffizio, 
wlutaitoidfiitheevening parties at the house of Capegli 
oa4E3iuradaj^jgd^^undays, and in his Jime had seen 
Cle ment XIII., wou ld excliilm from his accustomed seat 
in a low armchair of Cordovan leather: "Ah unhappy 
Rome! how it moved one's compassion to behold it 
without a Pope ! How melancholy, how wretched ! Gene- 
ral Miollisused to say, that the Emperor Napoleon would 
soon be crowned in the Capitol ! Crowned ! The Capi- 
tol, since the crown of the Caesars, never had and never 
will have any other crown, except the triple diadem ! 
. L'empereur ! L*empereur f Whilst all this time Rome 
1 was so gloomy and miserable that it filled the beholder 
Iwith pity. No foreign visiters, no arts, no commerce ; 
Wrass grew over the Piazza di Spagna and on the Via 
l^el Babbuino. The people groaned in dismay and with- 
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out hope. The Jionsehold followers of the Cardinals 
were scattered ; the deans, the gentlemen ' di cappa/ the 
grooBcis, the coachmen, the masters of the palaces, all 
were sent abroad without support, and many had to live 
upon charity. Such was the scarcity in Rome, that in 
order to provide bread, and to prevent the people of 
Trastevere from breaking into open revolt, the French 
were compelled to build bakehouses and breadstores at 
the Ponte Sisto, at the bridge of the Quatro Capi, and at 
other places ; otherwise ' L'empereur ' might have seen 
more than one of his dragoons and grenadiers precipi- 
tated into the Tiber. As it was, I heard the Trasteve- 
rini, at the taverns of the Scala and the Sant^ Quaranta, 

/ shout with gnashing teeth : ^ We will have the Pope ! 

/ What! are we not Romans, and of the race of Troy? 
Without the Pope Rome is a corpse : that it is ! And if 
the Emp'ror Bony don't free the Pope, he will catch the 
keys of St. Peter upon his head ! St. Peter has done for 
finer heads than his. Hurrah for the Pope !' " 

" Oh, my dear little Bartolo ! what times were those ! 
Tou might live a thousand years and never see Rome so 
wretched and deserted. Happy art thou, who hast never 
experienced our disasters ! At present thou seest every- 
thing flourish ; the city again wears the aspect of a queen ; 
the Seven Hills are filled with a concourse of atranpiera^ 
amLtho ai'to have ugijlu taken up tneir abode in their 
midst. There is a general resurrection. Dost thou un- 
derstand the meaning of all the gold and silver, which 
the English, Germans, French, Russians, and gentlemen 
from every nation of the north scatter among n% during 
their prolonged winter visits to the sunny hills of Rome? 
When they were all Catholics, they paid their Peter- 
pence, and now it is paid a hundred-fold, and all through 
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the Pope, for without him, they woul^ not come to see 
anything here. Thinkest thou, that during the captivity 
of Pius VI. and Pius VII. Pincio, was as heautiful and 
delightful as now ? Look at the terraces, the noble ave- 
nues, the shady walks, the marble steps, and the sculp- 
tured columns, the foimtains, the antique statues, and 
the delightful pavilions. Would the Villa Borghese dis- 
play so many carriages; such cavalcades of brilliant 
foreigners, such elegance among the ladies from every 
nation ? Rome in those days, without the Pope, de- 
scended to the rank of a provincial city, even to one of 
the most decayed ; to that of Venice, Milan, Genoa, 
Turin. 

"Florence and Naples being commercial cities, al- 
though they had lost their nobility, suffered no deprecia- 
tion in their arts or trades, nor in their local or foreign 
commerce ; while Rome, deprived of the fine arts, had 
no other life, but that of its churches ; Rome without » 
SEoge, had nothing left but its monuments." 

From'ali Hihis it may woU be imagi ned, that Bartolo 
was a strenuous advocate of the Pope. With such 
sounds continually greeting his ears, he beheld in the 
iPope, not only the Vicar of Christ, and the head of the 
> tohurch, but als o h is sovereign^ ihaiather of the people, 
the glory an d the light of Ro me. With such lessons 
daily before his mind, the young man grew up; and 
they were imprinted still more deeply on his heart, at 
the schools of the Roman college. In this institution, he 
was the favorite pupil of the Abate Laureani and Graziosi, 
who frequently conducted him, together with a large 
circle of students, to divert himself at Monte Mario, or 
at the Villa Panfili, or at other delightful spots in the 
neighborhood of Rome. Among other youthful sports 
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in which he engaged in these places, his favorite game 
was that of football, in which, owing to his remarkable 
strengUi and activity, he excelled all competitors. As 
he grew older, his chief amusements consisted in a 
walk in the Corso, or a ride on horseback, through 
the Villa Borghese. His gracefulness in the saddle, 
and the perfect elegance of his dress and demeanor, 
never failed to attract the notic e of the you ng Bonmn 

la^iig][^^^]orTEe2OTft3^ 

fro^aforeign countries. Even the Roman princes wil- 
luigly affiitted him into their company, in their even- 
ing rides, and in pleasant groups they galloped through 
the shady avenues of the Villa Borghese, crossed the 
meadows, passed through the middle of the forest, and 
round the small lakes and fishponds. The young ladies 
who frequented the delightful promenades, fountains, 
and arbors of the Villa, fixed upon him their approving 
eyes ; even the Boman princesses were unable to conceal 
their admiration. Yet, however Bartolo might be ad- 
mired, he could not ascend the steps of the great palaces 
to participate in the levees or soirees of Doria, Borghese, 
Piombino, or of the other Boman princes ; at most, 
during the Carnival, he was admitted to the banquets 
which the Duke Torlonia gave to his foreign correspon- 
dents, and afterwards, the same distance was resumed. 

Among the young Boman ladies who paid the most 
attention to the handsome Bartolo, was the rich and 
beautiful daughter of one of the chief directors of public 
edifices, who had become rich in a few years, owing 
to the magnificent undertakings of Cardinal Gonsalvo, 
Sec fetary ltf^lalu und er- P upo Piuu VII. Thla guull e- 
man, whosegreat riche r COlibialed chiefly in c ash capi- 
tal, had invested it in the city, in the purchase of houses 
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and palaces, containing splendid apartments, which he 
let to cardinals and foreign noblemen, who took up their 
residences in Rome- From these, he collected large 
rents, and lived in opulence. One of the Roman Mon- 
signori had made a proposal for the young lady in favor 
of his nephew, and her father was disposed to accede to 
the arrangement ; but the young Flavia resolved, under 
any circumstances, to give the preference to Bartolo, and 
persisted with such firmness, that the proposed match was 
broken off. The father, to whom fortune had not shown 
herself so propitious as to favor him with a son, gave his 
{ consent on .conditii^that^Bartolo^ould reside with him 
VaaJb ia son ; anj Leona rdo Capegli, ha ving two other sons, 
r eadily agreedto the^ roposal. 

ryBartolo was a husband calculated to render happy his 
youthful wife ; he never failed in that refinement, and 
those delicate attentions, which are so pleasing to ladies, 
and the honor and respect which he manifested towards 
her in public, displayed his tenderness and esteem. But 
the state of leisure in which he lived in the house of his 
father-in-law, was almost the occasion of his ruin. 

Among the friends with, whom he become acquainted 
in his new position, were, some who often led him into 
paths full of peril and remorse. For although he stead- 
fastly maintained those principles of fidelity to the most 
delicate duties of a citizen, which had been sown in his 
heart by the uprightness of his father, still there were 
many, others which had been neglected or forgotten 
much to his misfortune. The young are frequently in- 
volved, by their presumption, in difficulties, which at first 
appear easily overcome, and only when too late, find 
themselves entangled in the inextricable meshes of the 
strong net which has closed around them. It often 
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happened that Bartolo owed his safety to the advice and 
good sense of his wife ; for after the first few years of 
her married life, she imposed upon herself the generous 
task of moderating the imprudence, and restraining the 
inconsiderate rashness of her husband, who, far from 
bein g naturally inclined to pro fligacy, generally listened 
wimattention t o her mil d and discreejlgounsels. 

I'rom this want of experience, and the natural levity 
of youth, Bartolo was also materially, protected by his 
constant friendship with the Abate Graziosi,* who aided 
him with his advice, and recalled him into the ways of 
prudence, and delivered him from the paths of danger, 
into which he was hurried by the indiscretion of youth. 
To this excellent man many of the Roman youth were 
indebted, and it would have been fortunate for all, if 
they had attended to his advice, under the circumstances 
which immediately succeeded the death of Pope Gregory. 
Amon g the good offices rendered to Bartol o by Graziosi, 
mu ^ be numbered the wise endeavors to instil into" his 
"^"^^ aTl ^ve for the study of antiquity. In cotlBequence 
of this, he formed a habit of visiting, two or three times 
a week, the Vatican museum, where he became ac- 
quainted with Monsignore Mezzofanti, a great lover of 
youth, and possessed of wonderful power in attracting it 
to virtuous pursuits and occupations. Bartolo frequently 
enjoyed the pleasure of taking the Monsignore back into 
Rome in his carriage, and the opportunities thus enjoyed 
of conversing with a man of such eminent talents, proved 
a living source of knowledge and wisdom. After the 
latter was elevated to the dignity of Cardinal, the friend- 

• The Abate Graziosi, Canon of the Lateran, was a man of consum- 
mate wisdom, and most active and zealous in the cultivation of every 
virtue among the Roman youth. 

4 
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ship with which he had honored Bartolo, at the time of 
his visits to the museum and library of the Vatican, suf- 
fered no diminution. Therefore, on being privately in- 
formed by Flavia, that her husband frequented the 
evening assemblies of an English lady, characterized by 
conceit, prodigality, and deceitful flattery, and that he 
there engaged in play to a ruinous extent, the Cardinal, 
to preserve him from the „1qss of both fortune and cha- 
racter^ aou ^t oom » i pfithod of reiaSxSgJkdmiroHi so guilty 
a c o urse^ a ind-a;t' the B ^me time uf uonfeiiing upoi t him an 
honor. It so happened that the Pope wished at this period 
"to visit, in person, some of the remains of the Pelasgic or 
Cyclopian walls of Latium, and the Cardinal appointed 
Bartolo, in company with several professional men, to 
examine these walls, and to designate those which were 
the most remarkable, and in the best state of preser- 
vation. He eagerly accepted this commission, and thus 
personally assisted at the discussions of the most cele- 
brated antiquaries and architects of Rome, with Viscount 
Canini, Visconti, Campana, and the Marquis Melcbiorri, 
and with all the other learned men who took part in 
these examinations. He hastened to Kieti, and visited 
all the summits of the Aborigeni, seeking remains of 
those gigantic polygonal walls ; he examined Ameria and 
Spoleto, in TJmbria ; he saw the Circle of Preneste ; he 
overran the territory of the Equi, then descended into 
that of the Volsci, explored Norba, Sequi, Sezze, Terra- 
cina, and Circei ; but none appeared more imposing than 
the walls of Ferentino, and the citadel of Alatri. 

He stood amazed at those immense stones, some angu- 
lar and others irregularly shaped, yet joined together 
with perfect exactness; he took their dimensions, ^ 
sketched their forms, and examined their variety. -In 
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the Porta Sanguinaria, and in the second great chrcle of 
the Acropolis of Ferentino,he sought to reaUze the fault- 
less skill of the architect, and the well-regulated perse- 
verance of the workmen ; hut when he saw the immo- 
vable fortifications of the rock of Alatri, nicely mortised, 
fitted with so much evenness, and so artfully turned at 
the angles and projections of the bastions, Bartolo was 
struck motionless with astonishment. When he completed 
his commission and returned to Rome, he gave such en- 
thusiastic descriptions of these wonders of the genius, 
power, and skill of the aboriginal inhabitants of Italy, 
that the Pope resolved to visit the Saturnian citadel of 
Alatri. 



CHAPTER 11. 

ALISA. 

About the beginning of May, in the year 1846, on one 
o f those brilliant ffi oriiingti which offtis bu many atlr ac- 
tioii£Lt o the delighted eye of the foreigner who visits 
Rome, a travelling carriage drove into the piazza of the 
Quirinal, and l S: \' iiJ[^ ul a I ' apid paoo poaobod the Qua tpo 
Fontane, turned up the street of San Dionisio.* At 
the sound of the bell the porteress was heard calling to 
another lay sister : *^ Call Alisa — quick ! quick ! — ^Alisa ! 
Alisa ! your father has come." 

* The religious order of St. Dionisius, or Denis, is oF ancient French 
institution. This monastery, in which are educated the daughters of the 
chief families in Rome, give great satisfaction by its success in the in- 
ttructioD of youth. 
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Then appeared a young lady of about fifteen, of slen- 
der form, of a gentle and angelic beauty, and ready 
dressed for the journey. Her rich deep auburn hair was 
arranged with perfect taste and elegance. Her beauti- 
ful countenance beamed with joy, when she heard that 
her father was waiting at the gate. Her eyes became 
suffused with tears as she separately embraced her dear 
companions, who clung to her weeping, while they bade 
her adieu. Then running to her beloved teachers, she 
took her leave with grateful thanks and many tender 
caresses, during which they vied with each other in their 
parting proofs of love and affectionate kindness. In 
passing through the work-room Alisa, stopped a moment 
to admire some work in embroidery; and turning to a com- 
panion: " How beautiful, Lauretta,'* said she; "how 
pleased your mother will be on her birthday ! Happy art 
thou, who still hast a mother !" Seeing the piano, she 
ran her fingers lightly over the keys in a mournful and 
trembling cadence ; then as she came to the corner of a 
passage where a picture of the Blessed Virgin stood, with 
pious affection she exclaimed : " ^j my Mothtr ^ br thou 
my protectrega .^r— Ju lia/ ' said she to a companion, 
" remember the flowers every day ; you know that from 
the appearance of the first violet in spring, to the latest 
flower in autumn, the Madonna never missed my daily 
offering. And mind, there is that beautiful vase of 
Sevres porcelain, take care of it now ; you know it is for 
festivals; that burning heart which ispainteduponit, is the 
counterpart of my own. * * She was still speaking when she 
arrived at the door. Again she affectionately kissed her 
companions, and amidst their tearful adieus the supe- 
rioress consigned her to her father. He took her arm, 
and assisting her into the carriage, he drove off. For 
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awhile she seemed bowed down with regret; her head was 
bent on her bosom, and her eyes covered, while her father 
seated beside her, abstained^ from breaking in upon the 
first sorrow of his daughter, and remained contemplating 
her in silence. This was Bnrtj Vb . Thrrr ynnir i imrl Hl 
half before this, he |iftd lost the amiabl e and virtuous 
Flavia, his wife, who died shortly after the birth of a son. 
The infant was seized with TSuliVulsiun iJ and; shortly after 
its birth, expired in the arms of its mother. Fever and 
inflammation supervened, and unable to resist the force of 
the malady, Flavia died. Bartolo was thus left alone 
with his daughter, Alisa, who had already, with his con- 
sent, been placed by her mother under the care of the 
superioress of San Dionisio while still very young. 

She had grown up among these pious and skilful nuns, 
and ha d been e arly_ins tructed in the les °^"° ^f y^ih^hy 
a nd modest y. She was now an amiable and accomplished 
young lady, endowed with every quality that could en- 
dear her to society, or render her an ornament to the 

domestic circle. TT^^y K^^oTrfj ^|^(1 poraAnnl qnn^Tnpliflli, 

m ents were only sflfpa ss ed by the qualities of her mind. 
ToVrgfl ned and cuUi¥al^4l Jaatgj,she j>dded. j, most bril- 
liaut^ ima ginaiion, and was possessed of all the vivacity 
^ecdiarjfco her ageT Her "heart, open and generous, 
glowed with every tender emotion ; and her ardent dis- 
position was enthusiastic and sensitive. 

After the death of Flavia, Bartolo, without aban- 
doning himself to anything like a depraved life, had 
nevertheless allowed himself to be carried away by 
the attraction of certain societies of his friends, who 
in the midst of the pleasures of affluence involved 
themselves in political agitations, and discussed in 
tiieir assemblies the most dangerous projects of state 

4* 
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policy. Gregory XVI. was far advanced in years ; but 
always great in the government of the Church ; always 
invincible in the contest, which he waged with every 
power hostile to the Holy Roman See ; always firm in 
his exalted position among the Catholic cabinets ; vigo- 
rous and determined in his resistance to the powerful 
attacks of heterodox governments. He was, moreover, 
a generous patron of the arts and sciences, and among 
the many institutions which shared his patronage, the 
rich and noble Etruscan museum at the Vatican received 
his special care and attention. 

"All very well,** said the friends of Bartolo, after he 
had been pouring forth one of his frequent encomiums 
on the aged Pope ; " but Gregory is too haughty, too 
intractable, and too much opposed to the progress of Eu- 
ropean civilization at the present time ; he has shown 
hrrnHf^lf siT\ fiTiomy ^-n fi]^]|g>if^MMwuin uTf/Vnfl^fiii inventions, 
atnd seeBas.^en to take delight in stifling the aspirations 
of Italian g eBiiiS. He is, moreover, ignorant of the de- 
tails of administration, introducing disorder into the 
state, and oppressing it without compassion with new 
debts and imposts.** 

" I agree with you,** returned Bartolo, " as regards 
his aversion for what you call progress, which does not 
accord with certain notions which he entertains as Pope ; 
but as for the other accusations, I am of opinion that he 
is not the cause of the evil, it must be laid to the charge 
of the rebels in Romagna and elsewhere, who have 
forced him to take the Swiss into lus service, as he for- 
merly employed the Austrians. But, belieYfijney under 
an other PnpA^ Tt^ly -yill hegome nj^itf^^ }r\ xme confedera- 
tion, ♦^■^/^hpirt' p^«^^'^^y ^'TifiTTnof/^p ]n liiia^ PWwi/y/ /). ^q 

shall behold Rome's resurrection, her reinstatement. 
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under the presidency of the Roman pontiflF, in her an- 
cient supremacy, and her restoration to her former flou- 
rishing state of magnificence. Think you that the Aus- 
trians will ever agree to this Italian confederation? 
What unsuspecting innocence ! As for the Austrians, 
Cesare Balbo, in his ' Speranze d'ltalia/ has become our 
security, and he points out a very simple method of 
getting rid of them. In a word, place the Pope at the 
head of the Italian confederation, and Rome will not 
only fulfil her engagements, but she will become great 
and opulent, and will scatter her treasures among foreign 
nations, as in the times past, when the Pope was truly 
Pope, and held in his hand the destinies of the Christian 
world." 

Some admitted the justice of these remarks, while 
others thus expressed their dissent : " Bartolo is perpetu- 
ally dreaming of Alexander III. and the Lombard league, 
and now he is bent on the Pope's heading the Italian 
league ; but until we find a Pope in the vigor of youth, 
and ready, with the resolution of a Napoleon, to sally 
forth on his war-horse, your Pope, my dear Bartolo, will 
remain snugly enveloped in his robes, and instead of 
riding through his states on horseback, he will be carried 
by his throne-bearers to the Vatican, to bestow his bene- 
diction." 

" Gently, my friends. Urban VII. was an old man, 
yet he was the first to mount his horse and march against 
Garigliano at the head of his warriors ; and Julius 11. 
was far advanced in years when he marched into the 
hea rt of Lom|)ftrdy^ lec^ the fl.fl«fln1t.j h.j\(\ frimnjhflntly 
mounted thfe breach of the conquered city." At these 
fervent words the company smiled ; but there were two 
who watched him sternly and remained silent. 
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CHAPTER III. 

POLISSBNA. 

Such had been the life of Bartolo during the two 
preceding years ; equally devoted to the Pope and the 
welfare of Rome^ he^jya fr - loud in hia ypedictions of the 
revival.^f the whole Italian n?ition. (^^Hishigh sense of 
trgfeiilberty made him an e nemxto^^ secret societies, 
"^a^f., thmugh wa nt ofconsideration or kno wledge, he 
1 remained the Mend of j^y of their membe rs. After 
^'^'tllg' lutfB of his wif e , ''' T flrEisaffections were concentrated 
on his daughter Alisa. He consoled himself with the 
idea of her brilliant entrance into society in Rome, and 
of the domestic happiness and youthful light which her 
presence would shed around him at home. They had 
passed through the San Giovanni gate, and were rapidly 
approaching Albano, where Bartolo possessed a beau- 
tiful country-seat, before silence was broken. 

"Come, my daughter," said he to Alisa, "dry up 
those tears, and kiss your father. You cannot imagine 
how impatiently I have waited for this day, which, I 
hope, is the first of the many happy days yet to come. 
We will enjoy the beauties of May at the villa ; and then 
I intend to take you into Tuscany, to see our friends 
there; then to Florence, Sienna, Pisa, and Leghorn, 
where you shall indulge in every enjoyment which these 
flourishing and elegant cities can offer — ^where your mind 
can be stored with every elegant accomplishment befit- 
ting your age. Moreover, that you might not be tired 
with living alone at home, I have found you an agreeable 
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and virtuous companion, who will aid you by her experi- 
ence, and facilitate your studies by her kindness and in- 
structions ; you must make her your friend and sister, 
and, I doubt not, she will be both to you, my dear 
Alisa." 

Accordingly, when they reached Albano, they met a 
^'M^y; ^^ f^'^i ^saessing: beautv% waiting their arriv al in 
the.^garden^ontiing the Cnoino;^ she approached them 
with a smile of welcome, kissed Alisa, and with many 
caresses led her immediately into the house, where she 
untied her bonnet, and arranged her hair upon her fore- 
head, and then seated her on a sofa opposite a glass door, 
which opened towards the garden. 

This lady, who was to be at the same time her com- 
panion and governess, according to those who had recom- 
mended her to Bartolo, was amiable and virtuous, well 
qualified to form the mind of his inexperienced daughter, 
and to divest it of all impression of what they called the 
fi l^ildiah mummeries of the nuns , which were not, they 
thought, consistent in a young heiresi^, WhOBe mother had 
left her a fortune of no less than eighty thousand dollars. 
Polissena (for such waB her name) was born in Tuscany, 
and brought up to the profession of an actress in the 
Conservatorio of Milan. She was an opera dancer until 
the age of twenty ; but by some accident she was taken 
from the theatre at Berlin by a Hungarian patron, and 
returned into Italy, where, for some time, in various 
cities, she professed to cure certain diseases by the 
Homoeopathic system, and by magnetism / This adven- 
^Tir^pawiifi^^ however, a thorough Italian : Ibnd so ardent 

mryt b<^y patr^^^gTrij f.bftti f^^^'J' ^' 1'j "^ 1'*^' '"'"'^ "'"^ ^ 

body was con secrated to you ng Italy ; and she pursued 
ter course with the most inviolable se^ecy. When she* 
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removed from one city to another, she was the bearer of 
certain particular oral communications, which it might 
have been dangerous to commit to paper. Her dexterity 
was also successfully exercised in conveying secret ad- 
vices. As paper produces a crackling noise, she had her 
communications written upon silk ; these she concealed 
in the lining or in the folds of her dress. She could thus 
foil the searches of the police, in case their suspicions 
should induce them to attempt an examination. 
" Bartolo, as may be supposed, was entirely ignorant of 
all these exploits ; he saw only that she was a lady of 
taste, with a countenance so open, and an eye of such 

aprigJTtljn gfiff^ ihn.t fliAffi y^^ g. plnnniivrt n i . > ft nfATwp1ft.fmg 

lierTa nd that she was well versed i n^jJLthe usages of 
p<3 JEe society. F rom time to time she was in the habit 
of giving utterance to sudden exclamations relating to 
the resurrection of Italy, a subject at all times agree- 
able to Bartolo. It was usual for them, after dinner, to 
hold long conversations on the means of reinstating to 
its t brone, that queen of nation s, which was now sunk in 
rui n and misf ortune. 

!Uurmg the first dayTof her sojourn at Albano, Alisa, 
sometimes with her father, and sometimes with Polisseoa, 
took long walks in the shady avenues which overhang 
the high banks of Lake Albano ; she climbed the hill of 
Jupiter of Latium, visited the ancient wood of Ferentum, 
or the grove of Nemi, which still, with its profound and 
silent shade, brings back the memory of the bloody sacrir 
fices of Diana Ericina ; then she descended to the sanc- 
tuary of Qalloro, in which the people of Aricia and all 
Latium venerate an ancient and miraculous statue of the 
Queen of Heaven, to whom our holy religion has substi- 
tuted the ofiering of hearts instead of the cruel rites and 
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htunan victims, which were formerly offered here to Diana^ 
Nemorensis. A fortnight had thus passed, when Alisa f 
one day smilingly requested the company of Polissena 
to the church of Our Lady of Galloro, where she wished 
to go to con fession to a venerable Jef ^nit ^^^^f^^^ who had 
been recommended to her by her pious teachers at San 
Dionisio. At this unexpected request, the countenance of 
Polissena visibly changed, and it was with diflSculty she 
concealed the violence of her anger. At length she said, 
with hypocritical mildness, and in a gentle tone : " What ] 
are you saying, my sweet angel ? Go to confession to a 
Jesuit ! You, so good, so pure, so noble, so intelligent. 
And to a Jesuit ! Better to be buried ali ve. Don 't you 
know that the Jesuits are the enemies of every viriue ; 
t birir^5i inimite art th^y pj^VVf^i^t t he mmd a of yout h^ 
and stifle every energy and every virtuous affection ? If 
you id.ll within iheii iemoisele!:?r'grasp7~bid adieu to 
every affectionate feeling towards your father ; they will 
make it your duty to hate him. God preserve you from 
ever confessing to them ; your faults would be sent by 
post, to be opened every Saturday under the eyes of the 
Father-General, who always, on the evenings of those 
days, holds a meditation on the sins of young girls who 
have confessed to them.. Before a young woman is mar- 
rie<L herfuture husband rnn flflrntin ih T n i nlrn t \\C\ U n nr rnT 



jTst of all her fling j a nd i a informed.of Jjae most 
Beci::et thoughts of his unfortunate bride^ The Jesuits," 
conti nued she, ^^ are treacherous and cruel wolves, under 
jthe hjpocritical cloak of piety ; do not trust yourself to 
the m/uyou value your souJ s we lfere." 

Alisa remained stupified at sucFa novel lesson ; "Yet," 
said she, " my dear mother used to go to confession to 
Father Bonvicini, and she was so pious, so kind, and so 



48 THE JEW OF VERONA. 

patient, that she was considered an example for the ladies 
of Rome. And, I assure you, that at the convent of San 
Dionisio, where some of the windows gave a distant view 
. of the gardens of the noviciate of the Jesuits, we could, 
without being observed, see the young novices walking 
about, three or four together, in silence, or reciting the 
rosary, and although they thought no one saw them, still 
their posture was that of the most pure and attentive de- 
votion, and we could not help comparing them to so 
many saints. Indeed, I was frequently so much moved 
by this beautiful sight, that I ran down to our dear 
Madonna in the corridor, and prayed to her to make me 
as good, and I even shed tears of pious jealousy.** 

" Oh, you*re too good and unsuspicious. The Jesuits 
rTntrTTinr yminf^ \M\\ Hi fill ii im|inflturrn, tojillurr the 
simple, and to draw people to their devotions, for they 
are as cunning as serpents ; in fine, never let any one 
again hear you mention the Jesuits.*' 

Poor Alisa thought it was better to say no nu)re. 
She had, among other books, brought from the convent 
several works of piety, all of which disappeared, one by 
one, she knew not how, and Polissena, in their place, 
gave her books of a very opposite nature. 

"In these volumes, dear Alisa,*' said she, "you. will 
se^'itow-TO jaie may be allied with love of our dear 
country. T hey, who do not feel the blood of Italy flow- 
Tng in their veins, are^ not worthy to breathe the vital 
air which animated the first Pelasgi. Look at Alba, 
Cori, Ardea, Laurentum, and, still nearer, at Aricia; 
there the Opici, the Ausoni, the Rutuli, and the Aurunci, 
burned with the most ardent patriotism.'* 

They generally read these books in the morning, under 
the shade of the green oaks upon the banks of the lake, 
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and Polissena was an apt commentator upon those pas- 
sages, which were the most passionate in their allusions 
to the future condition of Italy. 

One day, while Alisa was reading a touching passage 
in Marco Yisconti del Grossi, a young gentleman on 
horseback passed rapidly through the Avenue of the 
Capuchins, and was struck with the animated features of 
Alisa, who was at that moment stirred to the most 
lively pity for the sufferings of some heroine in the story. 
She was motionless, and seemed not even to breathe. 
Her color, heightened by excitement, came and went 
alternately, and her whole countenance denoted the rapid 
emotions which succeeded each other in her mind. The 
horseman, on reaching the end of the avenue, turned and 
passed again at a rapid pace, and Alisa scarcely raised 
her eyes to see him. Folissena finding that it was near 
time to return, and unwilling that the stranger should 
again overtake them, broke off their reading, and re- 
tun^d to the house. 

Two days after, they were again seated in the shade, 
near the banks of the lake, when Alisa saw through the 
branches, at a short distance, a young artist, seated, 
pallet in hand, engaged upon a painting of the deep circle 
of the lake, with its steep borders, and Monte Laziale ; 
and as the whole district is much frequented, on account 
of its many delightful views, by German, Swedish, and 
Belgian artists, they took no further notice. Alisa, how- 
ever, raising her eyes from time to time, observed that 
he was a youth of handsome appearance, and at last dis- 
covered him to be t hp asim^ft -ffhfl ha^ f onnr^fi 4^iini«. ^ f^y^ 
da ys before, in the avenue. 

On their return home, Bartolo hurriedly entered, and 
throwing his straw hat on the piano, turned with an 9ir 

6 
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of abstraction to the -window which faced Rome ; then, 
suddenly addressing the two young ladies who stood be- 
fore him : 
\p " Well," said he, " Pope Gregory is dead V 

"Dead!' ' exclaimed Polissena; ^ ^dead! Long live 
Itah 



Bartolo walkedabout the room in great excitement, 
then stopped abruptly, and passing his hand over his 
forehead, rested it on his chin in a pensive and disquieted 
attitude. He then threw himself into a seat, and with 
luB eyes turned to the ceiling, he spoke half aloud, as if 
reflecting ; 

** How can they elect a Pope in the present agitated 
state of Italy ? Piedmont is reeling with excitement ; the 
provinces of Bomagna are agitated like the sea, when it 
threatens a tempest ; Tuscany, immersed in luxury, fixes 
its eyes upon the future victims of its treachery ; Na- 
ples, with outward simplicity, secretly sharpens its sword; 
Sicily lies prostrate, like its own Enceladus, under Etna ; 
woe to Italy, if it should arise I it will tear up the hills, 
and vomit forth fire and flame ! The ijombardo- Vene- 
tian kingdom, in the midst of ease and opulence, is 
watching for the appearance of signal-fires beyond the 
Poj or listening for the trumpet to re-echo among the 
Apennines. Elect a Pope in such times ! Is it possible 
that tlie cardinals can be so daring as to meet in con- 
clave r 

*^Yes, Signer Bartolo," said Polissena, with an im- 
pertinent wink, and in a bold and jeering tone ; ^^ we 
shall have a conclave and a Pope ; without either, we 
shall never see the resurrection of Italy." 

" So it ought to be, at least," replied Bartolo ; " but 
I doubt if all will embr^pe your opix^pii/' 
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** UnanimoiiBlj ! " 

" You speak with great assurance to-day ; — I know 
upon what grounds." 

Here a servant entered to announce dinner. 

On the 6th of June, Count Pompeo Gampello arrived 
in Borne, by the coach from Florence, and hearing that 
Bartolo, and several of his friends, particularly Polissena, 
were at Albano, he joined diem, with the intention of 
holding a conference with them, and of ei\}oying a few 
days' repose among those delightful hills. He was wel- 
comed with many demonstrations of affectionate respect, 
and a number of friends having assembled to dine, the 
Count related the particulars of his travels in the north 
of Italy. 

" I am in hopes," said he, " that our star will at length 
rise to the zenith ; already it gleams upon the horizon, 
and its first rays are cast over the heavens. At the time 
of the death of Pope Gregory, I was in Florence, where 
the brave friends of our cause in Tuscany were in close 
council, and I there communicate(^the intentions of our 
partisans in Piedmont. I afterwards explained the same 
to Pietro Giordani, at Parma, and to the other members^ 
in Placentia, Beggio, Modena, and Bologna. All are of 
one accord, and they have despatched letters to that 
^ect, where it was not dangerous to write, and where it 
was, oral messages have been sent, more especially in 
Lombardy and Venice. 

"My friends, by open conspiracies and rebellions, 
tumults, or sudden outbreaks of mutineers, or by bloody 
contests, Italy cannot be restored to its rightful position. 
In vain fires may be lighted here, while they are extin- 
guished elsewhere ; the sovereigns are on their guard ; 
suspicions are rife ; our strongest champions are priso- 
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ners, and buried in prolonged misery in dungeons, or 
under the bastions of fortresses and citadels. We need 
only to look at the dungeons of Bologna, Rimini, and 
Cosentia, for proofs of this. We must therefore seek 
another line of action. We must imitate the mice of 
Venice. While the Lion of St. Mark lay asleep in his 
gilded cage in the court of the Ducal palace, they crept 
silently on his back, gnawed by gentle degrees through 
his skin, and penetrated the flesh, gnawing and licking 
at the same time. The lion, tickled, rather than pained, 
by these gentle bites, opened his sleepy eyes, but their 
honeyed tongues soothed his irritation, and, resting his 
nose upon his paws, he sank again into a deep slumber, 
during which the mice reached his heart, and he died. 
My meaning then is clear, that the friends oC Italy, 
having failed in attaining their object by violence, must 
try the opposite course of gentleness. The princes are 
prepared, sword in hand, and their artillery is drawn out 
ready for action. For ten of ours they have a hundred, 
yes, a thousand men ^ and unlike ours, they are trained 
and disciplined to war. Flattery is the dagger with 
which alone we can reach them ; no mail of steel can 
turn its point ; timely praise, opportune applause, will 

/pierce them were they of adamant. 

"Our first experiment has already been made at 
Turin. On the sixth of last month, one of our cham- 
pions, on the arrival of the king at the review in the 

■ Field of Mars, incited th^ soldiers to shouts of, *Long live 
Charles Albert L, King of Italy.* 

"The Piazza Keale, the Via Nuova, and the Piazza 
San Carlo, as far as the Artillery Park, were crowded 
with people, among whom we scattered numerous parti- 
sans, echoing, during the king's return, the joyful shouts 
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which had resounded in the Field of Mars. Craily dressed 
young ladies stood upon the balconies, and at the win- 
dows; some threw crowns of laurel, others showered 
down flowers wherever he passed, and waved flags with 
the motto of the King of Italy embroidered in gold, such 
as in ancient tournaments the ladies presented to the 
victors. The King was sensibly moved ; already the 
royal groom held his horse ready at the foot of the 
palace stairs, and the field-marshals were assembled in 
the great hall of the throne, when two infernal renegades, 
envious of the glory of Italy, rushed into the royal pre- 
sence, and by their importunate representations, suc- 
ceeded in breaking up the arrangement, and thus, our 
plana ware defoatech — Thu Impression produced^ how- 
ever, ' u\iQii Ohat ka Alber t, ^^ ^'^^ fili^^^^ ^ 

" Believe me, it is an infallible method, and will en- 
compass the noble and exalted end which we have in 
contemplation." 

"You don't know the Popes," said a stout old gentle- 
man at the head of the table. " The Popes are gene- 
rally advanced in years, and are not to be caught with 
that sort of chafi"; and if the choice should fall upon a 
monk, I should be little surprised if he should turn out 
another Sixtus V., and roll more than one head into the 
moat of the castle. Pope Gregory, after all, was too 
mild; he was even kept in awe by the Carbonari, for 
when they were taken and secured in St. Angelo, Civita 
Castellana, the towers of Spoletum, or in the Rock of 
Ancona, he still gave them their lives, and had he lived 
a while longer, depend upon it, he would have dismissed 
them in safety to America, as was done in 1837. But if 
that bearded old man at the Triton of the Piazza Barberini, 

6* 
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should hold the Papal chair, were it but for half a year, 
Pope Sixtus himself will be eclipsed."* 

" The race of Popes, like Sixtus, my deai^antaleone," 
returned the Count, " has long ago run out, and no such 
mischievous weed will ever again take root in the field of 
St. Peter. But if, in the present conjuncture, there 
should arise a Pope possessing deep insight into the pre- 
sent state of affairs, he may find means, on the one hand, 
to ward off the tempest which now threatens all croYmed 
heads, and on the other, to raise up our oppressed Italy 
from the dust in which it lies grovelling. In short, we 
must have a Pope, and quickly ; and if the cardinals 
have not lost all judgment, they will give us neither an 
old man, nor a monk, nor a politician, but a man of Grod, 
of profound wisdom, not of the age of Gregory VII., but 
of Gregory XVI., and not blind to the fact, that for ten 
liberals in chains, there are a thousand who are free, and 
who have sworn to restore their country, or die in the at- 
tempt. He will imderstand the nature of the Caudine 
Forks, through which he must pass, and the necessity of 
submitting; that the only course to be pursued, is one 
dictated by a generous policy, despising the old ideas of 
the past state superstitions, and dealing bountifully with 
the people, who are longing for an extension of their 
freedom. Give us such a Pope, and I wage my head he 
will be our idol.*' • 

"It remains to be seen," replied Bartolo, " if this idol 
will give as much to the liberals as will satisfy their 
hunger, or whether they will not resemble a furnace, 
which crackles, and roars, and consumes the more it 
receives.*' 

• An allusion to the Capuchin Cardinal, Micara, a man of invincible 
resolution. 
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They rose from the table and walked into the garden, 
where coffee was served beneath the cool shade of a 
bower of creeping plants and flowering vines ; and on a 
sign from the Comit, Polissena left the company, and 
was shortly joined by him in a retired part of the garden. 
He took her hand, and said in a low voice, 

" ' Even unto death ;' Italy beholds thee ; Bartolo will 
be in Rome during the approaching election : help thy 
brethren; everything is in good order; 'Even unto 
Aecxth. " 



CHAPTER IV. 

THE FIBST DATS OP THE PONTIFICATE. 

Angelo Brunnetti, one of the Roman populace- 
called by his compeers CieeruaccMo^ was a gambling, 
quarrelsome character, tall and muscular, ready for 
every kind of disorder, and looked up to as a model by all 
the ruffians in Rome. His usual dress consisted of a 
high-peaked hat, knowingly thrown over his left ear, and 
adorued with a feather, a short jacket and knee-breeches ; 
a scarf of vermilion and sea-green silk bound his waist, 
and a vest of skyblue velvet, shorter than his jacket and 
laced in front with a saffron-colored cord. On festivals 
at the taverns, he threw off his jacket and wore it hang- 
ing from his left shoulder. His frequent broils, in which 
he made an unsparing use of his knife, had brought him 
repeatedly in contact with the officials, but his deep cun- 
ning, concealed under an open and frank demeanor, had 



66 THE JEW OF VERONA. 

generally shielded him from punishmeiit. He waa a 
carman and was chiefly employed in furnishing the 
taverns with wine, in those parts of Borne which lie be- 
tween the bridge of Sant' Angelo and the Piazza di 
Spagna, and down through the Babbuino, as far as the 
Popolo. He was bound in the strictest league with the 
boatmen who brought wine, wood, and charcoal to the 
Bipetta (m the Tiber, and especially intimate with the 
carmen of the worst and most ferocious character ; and 
by frequently treating them at the taverns, he had ac- 
\ quired among them the reputation of a clever and open- 
V hearted young man^ Nii worwfi ffttaracter lived in the 

^ci ty: his hypocri °y ^^^ ^ ^'y 1^» I'MiTT^riAH under a 

kind ap^ *'^iaf.*^ ^pp^^^^afn^* ^^ and eve n so far back as 
1830, he was a sworn partisan of the Carbonari, who 

' charged him with the task ot corruptm"g and depraving 
his followers by leading them into every species of vice. 
Such, however, was his skill in the art of dissimulation 
that the authorities never suspected his connexion with 
the enemies of order. 

Such a character was not likely to be overlooked by 
those who had conspired in favor of Young Italy ; his 
craftiness and unscrupulous depravity rendered him a fit 
instrument to aid in carrying out their secret designs. 

The Cardinals in the mid(^e of J^e^had returned 
Cardinal Giovanni Mastai as the elect of the Conclave 
for the Sovereign Pontiflf of the Holy Church, under 
the title of Pius IX. This event was hailed by the so- 
cieties a propitious occasion for the execution of their 
plans for the ruin of the Italian princes, by intoxicating 
them with deceitful praise and flattery, and thus bring- 
ing them to favor their own course. Li fact, the Boman 
Pontificate, against which the hatred and rage of the 
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impious had so long been exerted, instantly, on the ele- 
vation of Pius IX. became the idol of GathoHcs, the 
envy of Protestants, and the admiration of Mahometans* / 

In July, the Pope proclaimed a general amnesty, and 
those writers who had heaped every species of obloquy 
upon the See of St. Peter, were most extravagant in 
their praise and admiration, nor could they find words 
to express their exultation. Under the beneficial influ- 
ence of the Popes, tyrants had become the fathers of 
their people, despotism was mitigated by equitable laws, 
and justice softened by mildness and clemency. Laws 
promulgated by oppressive cruelty, the statutes of Gothic 
and Vandal ages, were repealed and replaced by the 
emanations of love, discretion, and charity. The Pope 
had become the support and counsellor of kings, but he 
would also curb and chastise them. He was the guar- 
dian of the people's rights and the defender of their 
liberty, the advocate of the poor, the protector of 
widows and the supporter of orphans. The papal autho- 
rity was made the guarantee of the liberty and peace of 
Christian nations, the umpire between the people and 
their rulers. The true liberty of Christian nations re- 
mained intact so long as their rulers recognised the au- 
thority of the Pope as sacred, but when that authority 
was diminished and defied, nations, by a just retaliation, 
withdrew their obedience from their rulers. These and 
innumerable other such rhapsodies, were poured forth 
both in prose and verse from the pens of men notorious 
for their insatiable enmity to the papal throne, as well as 
to the whole order of the priesthood. 

The white and yellow colors of the papal flag, hitherto 
the colors of scorn and degradation, suddenly became 
objects of admiration, and mingled their rays of gold 
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and silver with the refulgence of the sun. These colors 
shone in the tapestry of saloons, under the curtains and 
hangings of windows aoid balconies ; the box^ in the 
theatres were resplendent with white and yellow, with 
gold and silver. They became the sole fashion; the 
shawls and dresses of the ladies, their plumes and rib- 
bons, their bracelets and earrings would admit of no 
other color. 

And what had become of Bartolo during this revulsion 
of popular feeling? He was in an ecstasy of joy! 
If from his education, his good sense, and his innate 
piety he loved the rule of the Popes as identified with 
the glory and wealth of Bome, his devotion and affection 
for Pius IX. knew no bounds. He was present at every 
festival and every demonstration in honor of the Pope. 
He undertook a subscription for the liberated prisoners, 
and such was his ardor and eloquence in tibis charitable 
undertaking, that he obtained not only ample succors, 
but so moved the feelings of both rich and poor for his 
prot^g^s, that they were frequently imable to restrain 
their^ tears. He canvassed the most frequented places 
in the city ; the hotels and restaurants ; the saloons and 
stores ; at the theatres he went from box to box ; at the 
churches he raised contributions in the sacristies ; in the 
collegQS he moved the hearts of the students, and in the 
convents he excited the tears of the young ladies, and 
raised among all a charitable emulation, even among the 
monks and nuns in the different monasteries and convents 
of the city. For this object he labored almost day and 
night. He attended to the arrang^aents for the holy 
communion, which the same prisoners wished to receive 
from the hands of the Pope ; he prepared the benches, 
provided the wax tapers and candles, and vases filled 
with every variety of flowers which grew in his gardens. 
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A few days after this, on the festival of St. Peter in 
Vinculis, this remarkable communion took place.* In 
the Piazza di Santo Spirito, Bartolo met an aged curate 
of St. Peter's, and taking him affectionatel j by the hand, 
he said : 

'^Oh! my dear Don Alessandro, what happy days, 
what new honors for Rome ! What an unexpected tri« 
umph for the church of God ! What a wonderful and 
joyful change in our affairs in so short a time ! When 
we were expecting nothing but outbreaks of popular vio- 
lence and rebellion ! it seemed as if St. Peter's was 
about to crumble in ruins, and that we should behold the 
demolition of the Holy See and the total abolition of the 
Papacy. Lo ! this our new Pope, like an angel from 
heaven, has suddenly changed the face of things ; every- 
thing seems to be restored to youth and prosperity ; every- 
thing is bright with smiles ; even Protestants themselves 
are in an ecstasy of delight; even those to whom enmity 
of the Sovereign Pontiff seems an indispensable element 
of their religion. Then the revival of virtue and reli- 
gion among ourselves. It is something] prodigious. 
The churches and confessionals are full to overflowing, 
and those who were formerly most notorious for irreli- 
gion and immorality are now foremost in works of piety 
and repentance. And the poor prisoners ; did you see 
their ardent devotion and their tears of repentance at 
the communion ? Even the Pope himself shed tears of 
joy as they kissed his ring." .... 

* On this festival, the chains with which St Peter was loaded by 
Herod in Jerusalem and by Nero in the Mamertine prison in Rome, are 
exposed to public veneration. There the liberated prisoners received 
conmiunion from the hand of Pius IX., and the greater part of them 
two years later joined in the rebellion which overthrew his govern- 
ment 
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" Say rather scalding tears, which will not fail to raise 
blisters where they fell," interposed Don Alessandro. 
y That the young men, who parade themselves in the 
Corso, should indulge in such idle theories, is not a sub- 
ject of astonishment ; but a man of the world and of your 
sound judgment ought to know better. What real piety 
do you expect in those deceitful renegades, by whom God 
and every divine law are held in detestation ? Don't you 
know that more than one of them boasted of having 
breakfasted on steaks and cutlets before that very com- 
munion ! Such a mockery is a fine proof of piety !" 

" Gently, gently, Don Alessandro mio," cried Bartolo, 
in an altered tone ; " those are downright calumnies, and 
you priests should be the first to welcome those poor 
penitents with the kiss of peace, to forget their faults, 
and to clothe them, as did the father of the prodigal son, 
in the richest and most nobje mantle of the Church — ^that 
of charity. Look at the fatherly love of Pope Pius IX." 

" Yes, my friend," replied the old man, " Pius has the 
heart of a father ; but the hearts of these men are not 
those of sons. Believe me, the Pope knows them better 
than any one ; in pardoning, he thinks there may be a 
chance of their amendment ; but God grant that they 
may not act like the viper of Esop, which stung to the 
heart, the compassionate bosom which had warmed and 
cherished it! Don't talk to me of the conversion of 
such; you are an enthusiast." 

"And you a disparager." 

" And you. a poor innocent. Addio !" 

And the venerable curate departed, shaking his head, 
and with his hands joined behind him, muttering as he 
went, " Yes, religion, piety ; wait until the claws of the 
cub grow ! Yes, religion !" 

Bartolo was not, however, so weak in judgment as not 
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to foresee that some commotion was about to take place 
in Italy, chiefly by the instrumentality of the liberals ; 
but as he himself was upright in his intentions, he hoped 
that the revolution would be brought about by such open 
and honest means as would lead the princes voluntarily 
to the reforms necessary for the interests of the nation. 
He fixed his eyes on the Pope, from whom he justly ex- 
pected everything great and noble ; he argued that if he 
had shown a disporition to march at the head of the 
other princes towards a restoration of popular rights, 
it was through a desire for the happiness of his people, 
and to put an end to the threatened commotions of the^ 
Carbonari ; it was thus he sought to smother every germ 
of revolt which had been so long fostered in the cities in 
Italy, menacing the existence of the Church, and of 
every civil and human institution. Bartolo was not mis- 
taken in thus interpreting the intentions of the Pope ; 
but, on the other hand, he could not measure the deep 
treadiery of Italian "Carbona rism ;'' hence he flattered 
hi mself that th e demonstrations oi joy, %hich h^ beheld 
m Kome, were tne dawn of the tulfiimen l Of iiig-faopes. 

"Dear father," said Alisa, abouttEe"i)eginning of 
September, " do you know that Ciceruacchio, of whom 
you spoke as a good man, seems to me very far from it. 
Yesterday, I was returning from the Villa Borghese, and 
stopping the carriage at the foot of Pincio, near the 
Meloni Hotel, I passed through the crowd to obtain a 
closer view of the beautiful triumphal arch preparing for 
the passage of the Pop^-^ajfehe jestival of the Madonna ; 
and while I was looking up at the worEmen, wh 
drawing up the framework of the frontispiece, there Tvas 
Ciceruacchio cursing like a Turk, and using language 
that made my blood run cold." 

6 
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"What would you have, my dear? They are all 
tayem people, and, after all, he is but a carter/' 

" And if he is a tavern-keeper, how does it happen 
that the gentlemen make so much of him ; treating hini 
with such strange familiarity, and shaking hands with 
him on the open piazza, absolutely as if he were a friend 
and brother ! I saw a certain Roman noble link his arm 
in his, calling him * Tribune of the People;' another took 
him in his carriage just as he was, without a coat, down 
the Corso to the CaflF^ Nuovo." 

" Tou see, my daughter, that Cicemacchio makes him- 
self very useful, and he has a great deal to do in the 
preparations for the festival of the eighth. It requires 
a perfect army of people to decorate the Corso with the 
splendor required for such a triumph. The fine yellow 
sand, which it is customary to spread upon the streets 
through which the Pope must pass from the Quirinal to 
the Popolo, takes a great many carts ; for the myrtle and 
laurel branches he sends out the grass-gatherers of the 
Monti ; then from the Ghetto he collects the materialB 
for the banners and flags ; the damasks is used for the 
windows, the white and yellow muslin for the hangings, 
and for the screens placed round the illumination lamps 
upon which the papal arms and devices are painted. 
Then there are the torches and the taperholders, along the 
walls of the monasteries, and a thousand other objects to 
be prepared. Oiceruacchio looks to all, knows all, and 
urges everything forward with an activity, a tact, and a 
precision that is quite listonishing. So you see, Alisa, 
that even the nobles show him great attentions for aU 
this, to incite him by kindness to be active in preparing 
for the festival." 

" You will take me there, will you not, father ? I 
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should like to be at a window in the first story, for I 
wish to have a good sight of Pins IX., and that he should 
see me, when I wwve my handkerchief and cry * Viva !' 
with all my might. vSQi en he will^g iYe me his blessing 

with thatr^Vff^'"^ iiinHn ^)i;i'4f-fc> olAyoya uronW" Xf, at 

the moment when I cry * Long live Pius IX. !* he raises 
his eyes, then, you know, he gives me a special blessing, 
and I shall obtain the indulgence, shall I not V* 

"Yes, certainly." 

"Ve nLWelly I intend to apply it to the soul of my 
dearest mother.^ Ah^ if mother could but lM3 uietitnl un 
thi&r joyful occasion, what a consolation it wotdd afibrd 
her !" 

After this triumphal procession of the Pope to " Nos- 
tra Signora del Popolo," Alisa and Polissena went, in 
October, to the exhibition of the paintings, which were 
that year ofiered for prizes in the Academy of St. Luke. 
In that great gallery were seen the different styles of the 
Roman school of art. The bold, spirited manner of Po- 
desti, with his gay and lively countenances, his draperies 
full of light and fanciful. Velvets, with their deep lustre, 
others with their ever-varying and reflecting tints ; satins 
of voluptuous softness ; cloth of gold, and silver tissue, 
with glittering strokes of light, all prove the painter to 
be a man possessed of a cultivated taste, in addition to 
a vigorous and life-like execution. Then the severe 
style of Overbeck, full of calm and sweetness; that come- 
liness in his countenances ; those peaceful eyes, and those 
serene smiles, and those delicate features, awaken in our 
remembrance the heavenly pencil of the blessed Angelico, 
the moving touches of Perugino, the tender delicacy 
of outline, observable in the Florentine school, from 
Ghiotto to Ghirlandaio. There, also, is the spirit and 
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truthfulness of Coghetti, rivalling Titian in the warmth 
of his coloring, and in his powerful motion. On the 
other side appear the imitators of the grand and magni- 
ficent manner of Minardi, reminding one of Leonardo's 
purity of design, with the hold foreshortening of Michael 
Angelo, approaching Raphael in sublimity of movement, 
Correggio in the splendor of figure, and Domenichino in 
warmth and proportions. 

Alisa could not exhaust her admiration in beholding 
these magnificent paintings. In one place she would 
stand gazing at a beautiful copy of Albani, or a soul- 
inspiring Madonna of Dolci ; in another place a Titian, a 
Pordenone, a Vandyki ; copies of Guide, Andrea del Sarto, 
and Annibal Caracci, drew her wondering attention ; or 
she smiled at a graceful or mischievous boy of Gianbellini, 
or Tribolo. Polissena was conversing on some exciting 
topic, evidently not relating to paintings, with two artists 
of a strange and gloomy appearance, when Alisa came 
upon a country scene representing Lake Albano and its 
environs. She stopped to examine it. Under a fine 
group of green oaks was seated on a stone a young 
country girl, dressed in the fashion of Ariccia ; a lamb, 
with its head resting on her knees, was looking up afiec- 
tionately in her face, while the beautiful girl, in reward 
for its love, was crowning it with a garland of flowers. 
"What's this?" thought Alisa, as she discovered, or 
imagined she discovered, in this country scenery her own 
portrait. She changes position; then removes to one 
side, and looks again : " That, certainly, is my own face !" 
Then shutting her hand in the shape of a tube, she looked 
through it in order to see the face by itself, isolated from 
the rest of the painting. " It is myself exactly ; there 
can be no mistake about it." Near her was a window, 
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with large panes, and half open ; the dark tint of the 
door behind caused it to give a reflection of her counte- 
nance, and turning to it, and examining the reflection 
carefully, she again turned to the landscape, and was at 
length convinced that it was indeed her own portrait. 
Then came a thousand conjectures; her heart beat 
rapidly, her temples were moistened with perspiration, 
her face was suffused with blushes. ^^ Who can have done 
this ? When and where could any one get my portrait ? 
Oh, if it should be some one that loves me ! Who can it 
be?'* In her excitment, the innocent young girl never 
thought of the youth who; in May, had passed her on 
horseback in the avenue at Albano, and who had fallen 
deeply in love the moment he had seen her. She did 
not see, while she was thus examining her portrait, a 
young man, with his elbow resting upon the pedestal of 
a statue of Zeuxis, at the end of the gallery, and who, 
pale and motionless, was absorbed in watching all her 
movements. There was a small ticket in the comer of 
the painting, on which was the name '^ Aser,'' and under- 
neath, "First premium for landscape." "Aser, who is 
he ?" said she to herself, and taking a small ivcJly tablet, 
which she used for memoranda, she wrote the name by 
itself on a single leaf, and tremblingly closed and re- 
placed it. 

Polissena now joined her, with many highflown eulo- 
giums upon the surpassing genius of Italy in the pro- 
duction of all those wonders of art. On their return 
home, she again poured forth a torrent of pompous and 
vapid phrases on the imperishable glory of Italians, as 
they passed in succession th# remains of ancient Rome 
scatt^ed round the Capitol. But Alisa looked with an 
absent air upon all those temples, and arches, and columns ; 

6* 
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Aser had banished every other thought. For several 
days she continued revolving in her mind the subject of 
the portrait. At last, however, the festivals and unceas- 
ing rejoicings in Rome banished it from her mind, or 
rather confined it to the deep recesses of her heart. Her 
father, proud of his beautiful daughter, took her with 
him to every public and private entertainment ; an even- 
ing never passed, on which she did not accompany 
her father to the theatre, or to the gayest " conver- 
sazioni," and assemblies of the most elegant Roman 
and foreign ladies. In the morning Alisa was always 
among the first in the Piazza di Monte Cavallo, to be 
present at the Pope's benediction from the balcony, and 
in the evening she went on foot or in the carriage to the 
Porta Pia, to see him return from his drive, admiring and 
applauding him with the crowds that collected round the 
Quirinal. Having observed that he often went out at 
the Porta Maggiore, and alighted from his carriage for 
exercise on foot, she and her father waited for him on 
the road, and then she would throw herself at his feet, 
with such ardor as to bring smiles on the countenance 
of the Holy Father. One day, as he held his ring for 
her to kiss, and asked Bartolo, whom he knew before, if 
that good young lady was his daughter, Alisa absolutely 
wept with joy, and for several days this little incident 
was the* subject of her conversation with her friends, as 
the happiest moment of her life. 

From the time when our Saviour invested St. Peter 
with the dignity of head of the Church upon earth, 
history does not instance a similar commotion of minds 
on the election of any Pojil. In the glorious epoch of 
the pontificate, when Europe was one fold with one 
shepherd, there may have been more pompous and impo- 
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sing triumphs, illomiaations, processions, arches, and 
other extraordinary display ; but Rome never beheld and 
perhaps neYgrjg ifl again beho l d nunh h e artfe lt gladness, 
as v^a Snsed through pu t thft worjd TTnmftdiftt.ftly suc- 
ceeding €Ee election of Pius IX. Herein God exhibited 
a ray of his divine glory, to show how in the end of time 
he will revive in the hearts of men their almost ex- 
hausted faith, and how by his divine light he will draw 
them again ioto one fold, which will submit with docility 
and meekness to the guidance of one shepherd. It 
pleased the Almighty, on the 71th of June, 1§ 46, 
to raise up Pius IX., and one man alone was found able, 
atirtime wlien tiie pontifical dignity had fallen so low, 
to resuscitate it and carry it to a position so exalted that 
the world was amazed. 

The assertion, that all this enthusiasm was the result 
of the operations of the secret associations, is but a proof 
of weakness of judgment in those who have advanced it. 
Such an idea is worthy only of commiseration. As if 
the whole world constituted one secret society, or as if 
in these days the extent of their power were not tho- ■ 
roughly appreciated. X^ey are the parents of anger, 
ha tred^ treachery, in humanSy, and desulaliun, huw th 
fr^m anftli o.n.x\ flri qe pcace^ jo j, admiratioUy and th^ Bub- 
lim p n?T i tira^ntff f>f jt fee soul ? W hat they could not erect 
they had, however, sufficient influence to corrupt and 
destroy. There were many generous and sincere men, 
who beheld in the Pope the security and foundation of 
the revival of Italy, and fell at first without being aware 
of the consequences, and afterwards, for want of forti- 
tude, yielded to the outcries of demagogues, who meeting 
with no resistance rushed on in their headlong course. 
They did not perceive, that instead of heaping reproaches 
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and derision upon the heads of princes, and laying to 
their charge the mistakes of some minister or magistrate, 
it was their sacred duty to stand up in their defence be- 
fore the people, and make known the goodness and 
fatherly disposition of their nature. Italy was never, 

Brhaps, governed by sovereigns of greater mildness and 
clemency than those of our own times ; none were ever 

lore disposed to make the reforms needed to raise Italy 
its natural rank among nations. Statesmen proved 

iemselves incapable of turning this to advantage. The 
tuous and loyal among the Italians were defeated, not 
the power but by the cr^iia£§a«fl£-tt€^'^Dispiracy. 

Treason, with its accustomed worldly wisdom, attacked 
bvery weak point, and profited by the supineness of its ad- 
Versaries. It is by no means true, that all who had been 
for so many years crying out for a revival of Italy were 
either traitors or irreligious ; there were many great and 
pious minds, men of sterling excellence, who would have 
sacrificed everything in the cause of justice, but they 
were wanting in that wisdom which teaches us, that the 
. first sacrifice to be made for one's country, is the union of 
prudence with the exercise of power, the avoidance of 
municipal strife, a noble disinterestedness, generous libe- 
rality, activity in operation, energy of language, a holy 
fe arleaa nfi ss in encountering iJwtaduiJ. Alid Lhe exposure 
o f life itself, if necessary, for the cofmtry. The soci e- 
ti^a,jon ^he contra ry^^p^^^^j^fi^ ai^fl fcontmu e to practise 
all this: th ough under different names, in the nature 
and object of their machinations they are so intimately 
connected, that they are governed and guided by a 
single mind. To this head they commit the formation 
of their plans, and each member contributes according 
to his station. They include persons of every dialect, 
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and are dispersed through every province of Italy; no- 
hles fraternize with tradesmen, townsmen with peasants, 
and treat each other as if they were all members of one 
loving family. They are subtle and crafty, full of feints \ ; 
and disguises, quick and daring, patient and constant.\l ' 
The eye of justice does not deter them ; the imprison- I 
ment of their brother does not discourage them ; they I 
increase and multiply in the face of the chains and the 
axe, which are prepared for their treason ; they rush I 



undauntedly into the most dangerous enterprises ; lavish 
in their contributions to the general treasury, they in- 
volve themselves in debt, impoverish their children, and 
consume their estates. Put down in one province they 
spring up in another ; patient in exile and hopeful in 
prisons and dungeons ; even with their heads laid upon 
the block, they mock at the executioner, and turning 
their treacherous eyes upon their fellow conspirators 
they stimulate them to revenge. 

Let not Italy be deceived ; let it not suppose that 
peace is restored. At this moment their fury and ferocity 
are greater than ever ; at this very moment they meet 
in small numbers, to discuss and form new designs in the 
most obscure comers of the city. They communicate 
their information, they encourage their dupes, they ex- 
cite the lukewarm, they inspire the timid, they restrain 
the rash ; and ever bearing in mind the objects they 
have in view, they snatch every opportunity, and watch 
the errors of governments. Dissimulation and hypocrisy 
introduce them into the confidence of princes, make 
known to them the secrets of cabinets, the dissensions 
among ministers, and the mysteries of the police ; they 
find their way into the ranks of the army, the vessels of 
the navy, and the heart of every fortress. They know 
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everything, they profit by everything ; every weapon is 
V f lawful in their hands. In the day they are all activity, 
"" in the night, all watchfulness ; among them fatigue is 
unknown. 

Such tact and ingenuity are worthy of a better cause ; 

and if patriotic and sincere Italians do not exert a simi- 

/ lar activity and vigilance for the attainment of good, 

^ Italy T Tlill ItYftr bft thf[ prry ^f thft ffti^.t^^^nR^ and inatftAd of 

I \ yAP^AVftring iffl ^Ti^^i gnt glory, it will sink into the abyss 

/ la£ destruction. , 

I have been led to this digression from witnessing the 
festivals in honor of Pius IX. in Rome, and have been 
forced to lament the blindness of those who, in their 
simplicity, closed their eyes to the employment of the 
conspirators on those occasions. For while those good 
people stood on the Monte Cavallo, looking in ecstasy 
at the Pope as he came out on the balcony, and pros- 
trating themselves^^nd striking their breasts, made the 
sign of the cross, as they received the papal benediction, 
the traitors were laughing in their sleeves, while with 
their pious gestures they surpassed even the notable Fra 
Oipolla at Certaldo. 

One day as Bartolo was returning from the Quirinal, 
he joined a young silk-manded Monsignore. 

"Oh!'* exclaimed he, "Don Achille mio, what a 
touching sight ! Did you see Rienzi, Sterbini, Galletti, 
how devoutly they crossed themselves ?*' 

" What would you have ?" returned the foppish little 
Monsignore ; " it is a miracle ; it is the triumph of reli- 
gion I 

" Yes, and the feast of the devil !" exclwmed an old 
keeper of the palace, who was passing at the time. 

"Those old fellows," said they to each other frown- 
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ing, With their ruby-colored hose and their pnrple dou- 
blets, '^ are like the owls in the ruins of Caracalla's baths ; 
the brighter the sun the more it offends their eyes." 

" It is such priests as you, who by your negligence 
disgrace your character, that are the owls," muttered 
the old man, ^^ and the day will come when tibe bats 
win not have holes enough to hide you from the talons 
of these vultures, that can be satiated only with the 
flesh of priests ! Alas !" And chafing. and fuming he 
continued his way up to the Quirinal. 

" Like a deluge they crowd up here for the Pope's 
blessing, and if .he keeps them waiting a minute or two, 
they bawl out their * accidente,' and are for bringing him 
by force. Benedictions from the balcony, and then 
maledictions on Pope Gregory, signs of the cross and 
the next moment, ^ Death to the Cardinals !' It will drive 
me mad ! Instead of blessings from the balcony, I would 
give them a blessing from the tower of the Swiss, with 
tw o cannons loaded wi^h grape ." 
^Softly, Signer Padfico. Grape! Among whom 
would you fire your grape ?" asked the Dean of a Car- 
dinal, who was coming out of the palace. " Ha ! your 
grape, I suppose, would be the pipeclay comfits used in 
the Corso in the time of the Carnival ! What is the 
matter, what has thus raised your indignation ?" 

^' I am enraged at those hypocritical blessing-hunters. 
If the Padrone only knew them, oh, glory to St. Peter ! 
he would make'them keep a respectful distance." 

" Do you suppose. Master Pacifico, that the Pope does 
not know them ? Depend upon it, he reads their very 
hearts. One day the Cardinal, my patron, had at hk 
table an aged Monsignore, one of those who lived in the 
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time of Pope Leo. The old man was lamenting the fre- 
quent disturbance offered by these people to the Pope, 
when the Cardinal, seeing that the footman was not pre- 
sent, and that I myself was busily engaged in arranging 
the plate upon the sideboard, addressed the old man, 
saying : 

" Monsignore do not distress yourself ; the Pope has 
often told me that he has excellent reasons for such pa- 
ternal government. Moreover, if on the one hand such 
bounty should move their consciences to a repentance of 
their misdeeds, and should lead them to maintain tran- 
quillity in future, the Pope would have accomplished at a 
cheap rate the pacification of his owii states and of all 
Italy ; if, on tho other, abusing such clemency, they should 
obstinately persevere in their treasonable course against 
legitimate authority, and, in their revolt against God and 
his Church, heap burning coals upon their heads, Italy, 
Europe, and the whole universe will be convinced of the 
manifest stubbornness of these impious men, and of the 
sordid baseness which governed their entire generation ; 
every honest man will seek to exterminate them from the 
earth which they contaminate and set in flames with 
their rebellions.'* 

" X quite agree with all that," was Pacifico's reply 
to this just and natural reasoning; "and I sincerely 
hope," he continued, "it may turn out exactly as your 
Cardinal predicts; but, mind me, if the second part 
sh(JtiW*'Caia£ ^ pass, these fiendish rebels, whether they 
hrnp roa ln of firr on "EEgtr headb o r nut, ff iH take good 
care to put the treasures ot^ the Church into their own 
pockets ; and upon us poor fellows they will bring unut- 
terable terror and misery." 
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CHAPTER V. 

THE .INSTALLATION OF THE LATERAN. 

The Pope had returned from his autumnal vacation 
among the hills of Albano and Frascati^ and in the midst 
of joy, festivity, and triumphs, Norember set in, bringing 
with it from the north a crowd of strangers, who were 
impatiently awaiting the installation of Pope Pius IX. 
in the Basilica of the Lateran. The Pope's master of 
ceremonies, Monsignor de Ligny, had made every pre- 
paration for this solemnity, and the Pope wished to re- 
store the ancient procession on horseback, which, after 
the fall of Clement XTV. from his horse, had grown 
into disuse, and ordered the Court to ride in advance of 
his carriage. 

A squadron of mounted dragoons opened this magnifi-* 
cent procession. Their high bearskin caps were sur- 
mounted with white and yellow plumes, beneath which 
were suspended cords and tassels of brilliant white ; thej 
wore buckskin gloves turned high over their wrists, aii( 
high boots ; their saddle-cloths were of brown sheepskin, 
At a short distance followed the Swiss trumpeters in 
their steel breastplates, their coat-of-arms embroiderec 
with ornamental foliage and party-colored strips of cloth, 
their trumpets carrying flags of white brocade with golc 
fringe, and the device of the keys and triple crown 
worked in the centre. 

Then came the honorary chamberlains, dressed in the 
Italian fashion and flat caps of the sixteenth century, 
mounted on splendid horses with richly ornamented 
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trappings. Their rich mantles were of black velvet 
with slit sleeves, puffed out at the shoulders with satin. 
Bound their neck& they wore gold chains supporting the 
palatine cross. Their caps, also of black velvet, were 
adorned with delicate black plumes hanging gracefully 
on the left. 

The ecclesiastical chamberlains followed, in large 
purple cloaks, with hoods lined with rose-colored silk on 
their heads, and the ample folds of their cloaks covering 
their horses. 

After these followed the colleges of Prelates in their 
large purple mantles, attended by their clerks, who wore 
green hats tied in front with long cords and tassels. 
The saddles and saddle-cloths of those Monsignori con- 
sisted of velvet of the color of the amaranth, and the 
trappings were of scarlet, and fastened with gold buckles. 

Next in order were the chaplains, ecclesiastics, and 
other personages of the papal household, in purple gowns ; 
each bishop and prelate attended by two grooms. Last 
rode Monsignore Sacrista, mounted on a white mule and 
bearing a processional cross. 

The Pope's carriage, drawn by six horses, with riders 
in ruby-colored cloaks, was of such richness of design 
and execution, in relief, and of such splendid brilliancy, 
that it seemed a mass of solid gold moving through the 
streets of Rome. The Swiss marched on either side of 
the carriage, a part on horseback and a part on foot, with 
morions or steel caps on their heads, steel breastplates 
delicately relieved and inlaid with gold, and coiats of 
arms embroidered with devices. 

After these came the papal carriages, some with six 
and others with four horses, followed by the carriages of 
the cardinals, with rich and magnificent liveries, The 
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Boman senate closed the trimnphal ms-rch, preceded by 
a band of trumpeters on horseback ; after the^e followed 
the standard-bearers, with the standards, on which were 
the ancient S. P. Q. R. in letters of gold.* The mace- 
bearers marched on foot at the heads of the horses. In 
the front carriage was the "Senator,'* in magnificent 
robes of cloth of gold ; and in the others the " Conser- 
vatori," in black velvet. The pages of the Capitol walked 
on foot at the sides of their carriages, in yellow liveries 
and short crimson mantles, the seams of which were 
covered. with lace embroidered with the arms of the 
Senate. 

The whole of Rome had flocked on that day to see the 
Pope on his passage from the hill of the Qoirinal to the 
Lateran Basilica. Pius IX. in rochet, cassock, and stole, 
saw on all sides thousands of hands raised to applaud ; 
he heard thousands of voices shouting his praises, and 
Baw himself surrounded by thoussyads whose radiant 
smiles bespoke the joy that overflowed their hearts. He 
answered these demonstrations of the love of his people 
with paternal and celestial smiles, and invoked upon 
them, as he passed, the blessing of God. 

Alisa, from a window opporite St. Sylvester, watched 
the procession, as it moved from the Quirinal, extending 
from the Fountain of the Horses of Phidias as far as the 
Villa Aldobriadini ; but as soon as the Pope had passed, 
eager to obtain another view of him, she was so urgent 
that she prevailed upon her father to take her to the 
piazza of the Forum of Trajan, to the house of one of 
her friends. In spite, however, of their efforts they were 
too late to turn thctfront of the advanced guard of dra- 

* S. p. Q. R. Senatus Populus Que Romanus. The Senate and Peo- 
ple of Rome. (Te.) 
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goons which was pressing back the crowd ; and Bartolo, 
greatly annoyed, retired with his daughter as near the wall 
as possible while they passed. The horses took up the 
greater part of the breadth of the street, and the people 
were so crushed together that mothers were compelled to 
hold up their children above their heads to save them, 
when a white handkerchief fell from the hand of a lady 
who stood upon a balcony above. This frightened one 
of the horses of the dragoons ; he reared and bounded 
aside, and in another moment Alisa would have been 
crushed beneath his hoofs. She gave ^ ^ry nf terror, 

and in inafaTif nj ^^ ^pg mnn flirnm Viininnlf uudcr the 

hor^LAndr--Bfiatchikig h^i" up, pressed rapidly with her 
thrnngji^t^liA r>rnw<^^ and after pl^ffijng h^y JT^ safety under 
the ar r^h nf n ilnnyw riy , rlifaapp ipti rftd. 

The horse, however, in his plunging had struck him 
upon the left shoidder, and he hastened in the most 
acute pain to regain his dwelling. He had reached the 
comer of the street which leads to the Santi Apostoli, 
when, overcome with agony, he fell to the ground. Two 
persons from the crowd conveyed him to the house of a 
physician, who at first thought that the pressure of the 
crowd was the sole cause of his suffering. He soon dis- 
covered from the diflSculty of his breathing, that he was 
seriously injured ; his coat was removed with difficulty, 
as his shoulder was already exceedingly swollen, but by 
various applications, he was scnnewhat relieved. The 
bystanders observed, suspended from his neck, as they 
opened his vest, a miniature richly set in gold, and on 
examining it, a priest who was present told the doctor 
that^it wtin thu parfr^ilt. ^^ *^^ /loiigT|foi» nf finrtnlft Oa- 
^^f^g^^ lP" the back were written in blood the words, 
** Without hope.'* The first subject of anxiety of the 
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youth, on being restored to animation, appeared to be this 
portrait, which he hurriedly replaced out of sight, and 
giving his nftmo^.^ Aom.^" (^;|»^>^^ f,|^i^lYij^ remog ^him 
to his place of residence in the Via delle Vite. 



CHAPTER VL 

ASER. 

While every order in Borne seemed absorbed in these 
festivities, there were not wanting men of sagacity and 
judgment, who perceived certain signs that gave them 
considerable disquietude for the future. Ciceruacchio 
redoubled his activity in leading astray the people, and 
in exciting them to excessive indulgence of their pas- 
sions. He multiplied himself by means of his subordi- 
nates, whom he had collected from the worst dens of the 
city. The idle and dissolute^ who are always ready to 
snatch at every method of living without labor and 
fatigue, ran about the city predicting the arrival of a 
new era, a new Qtieen, said they, who would restore the 
golden age : and the people listened in stupid amazement. 

Bartolo, with his Utopian ideas, was in an ecstasy of 
delight at the sight of so much agitation, such exaltation 
of spirits among the people of Bome. In the excess of 
his delight he exclaimed to his friends : — 

" Look at the stirring activity of people ! See how 
they have awakened from their long trance ! Believe 
me, the Boman people, emulating the virtues of their 

7* 
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forefathers, shall yet arouse Italy from its long sleep, to 
magnanimous deeds. What are the broad States of Italy 
in comparison to the Cantons of Switzerland ? I do not 
speak of the smaller Cantons of Uri, Schwitz, Unter- 
wald and Glaris ; but of the largest and most populous; 
Lucerne, Lausanne, Argovia, and Berne, which altogether 
are not equal in extent to the half of Piedmont, of Tus- 
cany, or Lombardy. Yet united in a confederacy, they 
form the invincible and noble Helvetia, which with an 
undaunted and sovereign countenance, ranks itself as 
the sister of the most powerful kingdoms and empires of 
Europe. Form an Italian league, el ect the Pope its 
^rftaidftnt-^ndap lnnnt Kninr thn fi nrM^ itfl Diet, and 
Se^ode m Rome from its Ca pitol will vie with the an- 
jet each State in Italy maiAtain its indepen- 
^nce; let it be governed by its own laws, its own usages 
/and customs ; let it be bound solely by the federal com- 
[ pact ; let it have conformity of weights, measures, and 
coins, of tolls and customs ; let each one maintain its 
own army, always in readiness to succor its neighbors ; 
1 and let the Diet possess full power to declare peace or 
iwar, under the orders of its statutory councils, approved 
of by the sovereigns." 

"Fine castles in the air, these," said the Abbate 
Palma, who was one day present among a number of 
friends at one of these speeches ; "but the establishment 
of confederations had better be left to the monarchs of 
Italy. I cannot understand how it is that in every caff ^, 
every druggist's, salt-dealer's, and tobacconist's shop, so 
many talented statesmen should suddenly have sprung 
up, so many politicians and diplomatists, all spouting elo- 
quent speeches on public affairs of the gravest import- 
ance. I tell *you, that during all this idle prate among 
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the Roman men and the Roman women, who seem all at 
once turned into Sempronias, Cornelias, and Hortensias, 
I have seen a number of morose and savage faces, which 
I don't like at all. In December last, on the anniver- 
sary of St. John, which is the Christian name of the 
Pope, and on that of Pius V., his assumed name in the 
Pontificate, the people marched about the city in uni- 
forms, under banners, each body of them headed by their 
corporals. From what quarter do they look for their 
support and that of their families, if they thus continu- 
ally leave their business ? Does some secret hand pay 
them their wages on those idle days ? Who supplies all 
this money? Where does it come from ? 

" My friends, last year the demonstrations made in 
honor of Pius IX. were spontaneous, they came from 
the heart; all concurred, all joined in the universal 
jubilee. But now this same people, who on the least 
pretence troop together in the daytime, are seen also in 
the night running from tavern to tavern, shouting and 
yelling and singing certain vile and impious songs, 
which, you need not be told, were not taught them by 
the Collaroni of the Caravita.* We begin to hear cries 
of parties, of cabals and conventions, and especially the 
partisan nicknames of 'the blacks' and Hhe whites,* 
* progressionists' and • retrograders,' * mustaches' and 
'pigtails,' 'liberals' and 'papalists,' 'enlightened' and 
' Jesuitists.' What has the confederation of Italy 
to do with all this clashing of Guelphs and Ghibellines? 
In Romagna again, there are midday assassinations in 
the streets, and even in the open market-places of men 

• An oratory held open at nights in Rome, the brotherhood of which, 
called the Collaroni, move through the streets, singing, in procession, to 
invite the faithful to go and hear the discourse of the missionary. 
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of acknowledged excellence ; and the murderers are sur- . 
rounded by a mob of accomplices who studiously screen 
them from justice. Signer Bartolo, let me hear you un- 
ravel this enigma ; pray enlighten me also respecting the 
reports against the Cardinals, which have brought upon 
them the public hatred, by spreading against them every 
kind of base aspersion. Why are they proclaimed the 
enemies of the Pope, friends of darkness, and the parri- 
cides of their country? What sort of liberty do you 
call that, which forbids a citizen to please himself even 
in the arrangement of his hair ? which prevents him from 
showing himself in the daylight unless with a beard and 
whiskers ? which prescribes the shape of his mustaches, . 
and decrees that his beard shall be pointed, or rounded, 
or square, according to the caprice of the champions of 
the CaflFfe Nuovo : and if some poor snuff-taker finds 
mustaches uncomfortable and gets them shaved off, he 
is ridiculed and cut by his acquaintances. I expect 
nothing less, than that next we clergymen should have 
to wear majestic beards like Bembo, Sadoleto, or Mon- 
signor della Gasa. I suppose that our three-cornered 
hat will also fall under the popular ban, and we shall 
jhave to put on some newfangled affair in its place. I'll 
Itell you what; it is my opinion, that we shall finish 
with the ^ red cap of the reign of terror.* ** 

On the departure of the good Palma there arose 
among the company every expression of violent disap- 
proval and contempt. He was an enemy to enlighten- 
ment, a "retrograder," a calumniator of the Roman 
people. "Our clergy,'* say they, "are behind the age; 
they cannot keep pace with the progress of modem civi- 
lization. Canon Law, the Decretals, and the Council of 
Trent, embrace the whole of their acquirements. As for 
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the affairs of this world, they, especially t£e aged, are 
in utter darkness." 

The spring of 1847 was advancing with renovating 
steps, scattering its flowers over the lovely hills of La- 
tium, and pervading every place with delightful fragrance. 
The noble Roman villas had unfolded the splendors of 
their verdure, the beautiful serenity of their lakes, the 
gaiety of their meadows, and the magnificence of their 
gardens. Towards evening, Pincio and the Villa Bor- 
ghese were open to the crowds of noble foreigners and 
Romans ; the Villa Panfili, the Villa Albani, the Villa 
Patrizi, and others, were frequented by parties of plea- 
sure, composed of the citizens, who in some pleasant 
retreat, on the banks of the lakes, or on the borders of 
the flower-beds, seated themselves in circles and enjoyed 
a frugal feast. The seasoning of the conversation at 
these rural entertainments was invariably politics ; the 
praises of Pius IX., the hopes of Italy, the means, arts, 
and plans by which the resurrection of their country 
could be effected with the least danger. 

As the assemblies were partial in their nature they did 
not fully answer the designs of the more impatient, who 
had their own objects in view : it was resolved that public 
banquets should be held, at which every clieiss of people 
should meet on a footing of equality. This idea was 
immediately acted upon. Ciceruacchio, Sterbini, and 
Masi were without delay set in motion, and from the 
month of May, the rural festivities, the monster " pic- 
nics," and the public dinners in the villas round Rome, 
rivalled the royal feast of Assuerus, which lasted, in the 
gardens of his palace, one hundred and eighty days 
without intermission. One day Doctor Sterbini, who was 
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Bartolo's family physician and on terms of intinfacy 
with him, called to see him. 

"You see,*' said the Doctor, "how all Rome is in 
joyful commotion, what animation there is among the 
people, iEind^that the time of our ransom is at hand; 
these festivities may be compared to the public dinners 
of ancient Sparta, from which the Spartan youth arose 
with souls inflamed with the love of their country, with 
ennobled views, and renewed courage for the magnani- 
mous enterprises of war. This is perfectly clear to you, 
who, never absent yourself from any of our entertain- 
ments, and who have so generously contributed to the 
supply of wine and bread and cheese for the Roman 
people. The popular commission does not ask you for 
money on the present occasion, but that you would, on 
next Monday, throw open to the people your splendid 
vineyard near Ponte Molle, for a grand banquet, which 
it proposes to ofier to its friends. You will not need to 
put yourself to any expense; everything is in order; the 
tents, tables, and utensils ; wines, fowls, vegetables, and 
meats, all are prepared, and we shall have waiters and 
carvers in abundance.'' 

Bartolo answered, that he accepted as a very great 
favor the opportunity of giving so small a proof of his 
devotion to Italy and Rome. 

"Good," replied Sterbini, "the matter is settled. 
Pray, keep your seat, don't let me disturb ybu : you rich 
gentry have always plenty on your hands. I am going 
in to see the Signora Polissena, who has been troubled 
with headache. Sit still, I pray ; with friends there is 
no need of ceremony." And leaving Bartolo, he went 
to Polissena, closed the door carefully, and looked round 
before he spoke. 
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"Well, you see we are not satisfied with the usual 
mode of progression on foo£, we are flying with out- 
stretched wings. Everything is in our favor. The im- 
patience of our brethren in Switzerland can scarcely be 
restrained ; those holy water dupes and the pilgrims to 
the Madonna of Einsiedeln will soon get their thick 
skulls broken. At Vienna all is ready to spring the 
mine ; nothing more is needed but to apply the match. 
Germany is prepared; France will blow up Louis 
Hiilippe, with his Macchiavel in his hand; Piedmont, 
Tuscany, and the whole of Italy, are like a pond sur- 
rounded with an impervious net, and not a fish of them 
all can escape. England scatters its baits, which are^ 
eagerly swallowed ; the Jews of Italy, Germany, Po- ^^ 
land, Bohemia, and Hungary, will lend their aid in vari- *^ 
qua ways, The y jare our treasurer s an3 
they su ggl g^us w ith books and eveiyBBT^uf pi'lulu ^ imd-_ 
what^j.^Smtely ^ui e impo rUUL, tney have m eiTlrf 
every conditionT^d and V ojiPgj T^fl.vft11ing ajj^ftntly 
far pnrpoflpfl nf ti^fidft^ whn render us, with perfect saf ety, 
flio pnr^flf faiflifnl flftrviftftfl. — Thpy pry into f^vpry norner, 
and through every ke yhole; they thrust themselves 
everywhere ^ m a word; they are our eiectrj gi^elegrgph.'^'^ 

" WhafPdo you trust to Jews !" exclaimed Polissena ; 
"to the sordid, ignorant, covetous, cowardly Jews, who, 
for two quattrini, would outdo Judas?" ^ 

" Exactly ! and it is neither magnanimity, nor gene- 
rosity, nor courtesy, which binds them to us : it is the ; 
maancflifl of Judns, — ^^^^ rf i mirrfif^t^^n^ - Af Tln r f>r ^ w ould 
crucify and bury again the Nazarene, and for this they 
worid^v e the la a t ^drop Qf-Jb lopd. — Yuu measui ' e the 
'ultramontane Jews by those of our own despicable Ghetti 
in Haly. You deceiv o yo ur self Tthey are liberal, enlight- 
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ened and ri ch ; they v,rf}^^ ^^^ "^^^praj ^ ifia '^ thftj move 

i n theTigfies t circles^ tfiey hav^ -merchant vessels in 

every port ; tTieylire mixed up in the affairs of every 

government ; in short, they are excluded only from the 

most influential places in the palaces of kings. Be of 

good heart, Polissena. You will soon see our friends 

from Leghorn. We are now waiting for a few members 

of the ' Legion of Death* from Bomagna, some half dozen 

Galabrians, the * Lion of Ancona,' the * Leopard of Rieti,' 

the * Dragon of Perugia,* and the ^ Desperate Soul' of 

/Fiterbo ; — ^those four alone are worth a thousand. Fear 

I f n othing, Polissena, true daughter of Italy ! How have 

T^ou ^ot on with AUs a ? I would have you to leave no- 

V thiSg^jmdone. She is rich and beautiful, and full of 

spirit ; she must be a good Italian. We need ladies ; 

they have an infinity of arts to bring over their lovers, 

. their husbands, and their sons." 

"What would you have, Sterbini mio," answered Po- 

. lissena, smiling ; " there is little to hope from Alisa ; she 

I remains, in spite of all my attempts, devout to the 

\ Bl essed Vir^n, and pyoof apr ainst ftv^ry attafik. I have 

Vplaced in her hands books such as you approve of, the 

^Journals of Young Switzerland,* the 'Wandering Jew,' 

;he 'Religion of the Future,' by Fuerbach, the 'Poems 

>f George Herwegh,' the discourses of Weitling and of 

Marr. I have gained little more than to corrupt her 

heart somewhat, and inspire her with a love for the 

amusements with which our party has inundated Rome. 

On the occasion of the Installation of the Pope in the 

Lateran, she narrowly escaped being crushed by a horse, 

and was only saved by the interposition of a young man, 

who received a serious injury on the shoulder. On being" 

carried insensible into the house of an apothecary, a 
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miniature was found upon him which was recognised to 
be the portrait of Alisa. He is some foreigner of the 
name of Aser ; Alisa knows this, and since this occur- 
rence she seeks solitude, she is absent and thoughtful, 
and has lost all taste for amusement. I believe this 

t foreigner is desperately in love with her ; he follows her 
everywhere ; at the theatre he waits at the door ; then 
takes a box which looks down upon ours, and from be- 
hind the curtains he never takes his eyes oflF her. At 
the benedictions of the Pope, he is always close by in the 
crowd ; at the shows in the Corso, he stations himself 

^ opposite the balcony of Alisa, always alone and silent. 

He is handsome, has a high forehead and piercing eyes ; 
dresses in the Italian fashion, and wears in his hat a 
black plume somewhat inclining to the right. Do you 
know him?" 

" This Aser, my dear Polissena, is a mystery even to 
us; but the determined soul and the resolute bearing 

V which he has displayed in our afiFairs in Italy and Rome, 

I by no means partake of the same character of obscurity. 

There is not another youth of such intrepidity as he ; 
none who have adopted our cause, are more deeply en- 
gaged in all our practices and secret plans: he is a 
ca ptain and du ke i n the ^ Sacred Cohort.* H!eraises 
our boldest and most efficient levies, he is vigilant and 
active both in public and private. His recruits are idle or 
fraudulent young debauchees and malefactors, worthless 
fellows and spendthrifts, who have abandoned their wives 



and'^milies and squandered their propert y/who are 
lo aded^th dfebt, or who h&V^ 'P&wned everytbmg, but the 
hinnnr nffh^r wivP?7gTTfj "4iUT £rhj|yrfi. JE hoflft dfngn nf nnnift ty 
we lieed for a thousand purposes ; th ey are our ^ food for 
p^wjfir,' ftiir b^^?ifftwofk_ in time of danger, into whicC 
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t hey rush headlo ng, and w hether they conque r or perish, 
thjex jiTe still bu t a vile slavis h throng, fit onl y to receive 
the blow s intende e Lto^ mir flfOwa aj Anrl ■ wl t^wu^T^trtrw^ may 
flSw the streets in torrents withou t^exciting co mpunction. 
Aser, in these reipects, is invaluable ; and already the 






,^ 



members, whom he has enlisted in Borne, overreach the 
"Suspicions of Nardoni or the fears of the Cardinals. Who 
this Aser is no one knows ; he wraps himself in an im- 
penetrable disguise. He is generally supposed to be a 
natural son of some great prince in the north; it is, 
however, certain that he came to Rome with a passport 
from Hamburgh, that he brought letters of introduction 
froiri the first bankers of the Hanseatic towns, that he 
was recommended to several consuls, and that he was 
always in the company of Lord Minto ; but he avoids 
"v^ the Minister of Russia, and more than any other the 
v>' Ambassador of Austria. He scatters money with a pro- 
fuse hand, and is still always well supplied ; his house 
is furnished like a nobleman's ; he is a generous patron 
\5 of all the artists, particularly to the Prussians, Hanno- 

verians, Swedes, Danes, and Norwegians; he speaks 
several languages with fluency, especially French, Eng- 
lish and Italian, and pronounces the latter with a soft- 
ness and delicacy unknown in a German. He plays on 
the harp and on the piano, sings well, paints like a mas- 
ter, and rides with inimitable grace/' 

"He certainly is,*' interposed Polissena, "a youth of 
great courage, and it is positively a crime not to know 
his origin.** 

"Of what advantage would it be to know it?** said 
Sterbini, "if we desired it, our police would not be long 
in discovering it, and we should soon be informed of his 
father, mother, and parentage four generations back. 



[tei 
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But that which to us is of real importance — ^he is our 
friend and ally. He is a friend of Mazzini, RufBni, 
and Bosales ; he keeps up an unbroken correspondence 
with ScharpfF, Breidenstein, Barth, and Stomeyer, the 
leaders, as you know, of Young Germany. I need not 
mention the Swiss, or that he is well acquainted with all 
the regenerators of Lausanne, Berne, Geneva, Zurich, 
and the other Cantons. In short, he is for us a real 
jewel. Polissena, keep up your courage, and exert your 

debasement." With these words Sterbini retired. 



CHAPTER VII. 

THE BUBAL BANQUET. 

Babtolo now busied himself in embellishing his vine- 
yard for the banquet ; he set his men to work in every 
part— on the walks, the paths, the flower-pots and shrub- 
beries, the fountains and seats, everything was renewed 
and beautified. The casino was delivered up to painters, 
cabinet-makers, and upholsterers ; everything underwent 
thorough repairs. The meadows below were alive with 
tradesmen and artisans, who seemed to have brought with 
them the stuffs, the damasks, tapestries, and curtains of 
half the Ghetto. In the middle was planted an immense ^ 
Persian tent striped with white and yellow. Over the 
tables in the interior were suspended innumerable magni- 
ficent chandeliers, which in the evening would illuminate 
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the entire space with the brightness of midday ; festoons 
and garlands were tastefully mingled with the curtains 
and entwined about the mirrors, which hung round the 
sides and supported three-branched chandeliers, the light 
of which they vividly reflected. In the middle of the 
tent was raised, to serve as a buffet or sideboard, a large 
pyramid of steps, terminating in a grand trophy com- 
posed of flags and warlike emblems. From the centre 
of this ascended the high jet of a perennial fountain, 
which fell back in spray into a splendid antique cistern, 
from which, by hidden passages, it escaped into the gar- 
den. The highest steps were crowned with bottles of 
choice wines, on the middle steps were the richest pre- 
parations of creams and confectionery, and on the lower 
steps were arranged the more substantial contributions 
to the banquet, with pyramids of fruits and flowers of 
every season and climate, and finally, on the broad table 
round the base were arranged vases and dishes of porce- 
lain, and the stands and cases of the silver plate. 

Round this rural temple were ranges of tables resem- 
bling the Pantheon of Agrippa, with covers of the finest 
and whitest linen. Upon these were placed, at intervals, 
vases of flowers, the citron, the orange, the lemon, and 
olive trees. Four long galleries had been constructed 
within the circle of the tent, forming platforms adorned 
with magnificent curtains. These were designed for the 
use of the ladies, who, instead of sitting down at the 
great tables, were provided with beautiful marble stands, 
upon which were arranged silver baskets and dishes filled 
with fruits, sweetmeats, and flowers. Bartolo had caused 
bouquets of flowers to be brought from his Alban villa ; 
these were distribute^ in vases over the tables. From 
the gardens of the vineyard, and from the villas of his 
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friends, he had collected a great number of earthen 
flower-pots, containing the richest native and exotic 
plants; moreover, every variety of trees and shrub- 
bery were collected for the occasion. These were 
arranged in tasteful lines and groups in different parts 
of the pavilion. 

On the appointed day, Ciceruacchio and his satel- 
lites drew the people up in ranks and led them with 
songs and shouts through the Porjta del Popolo to Bar- 
tolo*8 vineyard. 

They were followed by long lines of carriages con- 
taining the artists of every nation ; painters, sculptors, 
engravers, carvers, workers in mosaic, coral and cameo 
cutters, artists in bronze work, pattern-makers, and 
even the workers and grinders of colors. Then came 
burgesses, oflScers, and magistrates, every description of 
merchants and tradesmen, men without recognised occu- 
pation of every order, nobles, and patricians, and princes 
of every grade and dignity. Such a commingling of all 
ranks was never before witnessed in the city. Ciceru- 
acchio was the golden link, the '^ funiculus charitcUiSy" 
which bound with its chains of love every grade and 
position ; here he shook hands with a prince ; there he 
walked arm in arm with a duke, or he embraced a 
marquis or a count, or he playfully jested with a banker, 
or caressingly curled the mustache of a colonel ; and by 
way of greeting, he shook the Judges of Monte Citorio 
and Presidents of the Wards by the shoulders. The 
next moment, saluting with a blow of his heavy fist the 
shoulder of some porter of the Ripetta, or some carter of 
the Piazza del Oca, he would utter some horrible curse : 
" Ho ! shout. Hurrah for Pius IX. Hurrah for Italy !'' 
"Long live Misther Angelo, our Tribute o' th' People," 

8* 
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replied a number of tinkers from the Regola. "Viva/* 
repeated the costermongers of the Monti. 

A company of elegant yoimg gentlemen had assumed 
the task of receiving the ladies, and escorting them to 
the platforms erected for their especial use. These 
youths were dressed in the Italian fashion, in tunics and 
trousers of black velvet, plumes in their hats, and a belt 
in which they wore daggers with cross-hilts. Aser on 
this occasion appeared more brilliant end handsome than 
ever. His tunic was of the velvet of the celebrated 
manufacture of Bracchetti di Ala in the Italian Tyrol. 
His belt was fastened by a gold buckle in the form of an 
escutcheon deeply engraved, and holding in the centre a 
magnificent emerald. The hilt of his dagger, instead of 
being in the form of a cross, like those of the other young 
men, was fashioned in the shape of a serpent entwined 
in triple spiral folds, with its erect crest forming the 
guard for the hand ; the sheath was of glittering steel 
variegated with tracery of gold ; the point, likewise of 
gold, terminated in a ruby. His hat was adorned with a 
large ostrich feather ; round his neck he wore a gold 
chain of almond-shaped links, which sustained a medal 
representing, in relief, Italy crowned by genius, with the 
motto, "Arise and Reign.*' His canary-colored Greno- 
ble gloves hung at his belt near his dagger ; and his 
wristbands contrasted their snowy whiteness with the 
black velvet sleeves over which they were turned. 
Pointed mustaches, beard k la Vandyke, his hair in the 
fashion of the Buondelmonti of Cimebue, made him a 
living representation of an ancient Italian. After con- 
ducting each lady to her seat upon the platform, he again 
rapidly descended the stairs and hastened out of the 
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pavilion ; he seemed thoughtful and absent, and often 
turned his eyes towards the gates of the vineyard. 

When Bartolo arrived with Alisa and Polissena, Aser 
was in a moment at the carriage door, and oiTered his 
assistance to Alisa as she descended from the carriage, 
she felt his hand tremble as if he were shaken by the 
ague. Polissena went in advance with a young man from 
Bimini, and Aser followed with Alisa, of whom he merely 
asked, if her ride there had been agreeable. "Per- 
fectly so,** she answered ; " the distance is short, and this 
is one of the most beautiful days of this delightful sea- 
son! Oh, this festival will be most pleasant/' As she 
said this they reached the ladies' platform. 

The gentlemen were already seated at the tables of 
the grand pavilion, and the military bands placed at the 
foot of the galleries, and another composed of the great 
masters in the Rotunda played alternately, and enlivened 
the feast. The refreshments were circulated among the 
ladies ; beautiful young girls, who waited upon them, 
moved rapidly to and fro with watchful activity, and 
oflfered to each one the varied delicacies of the feast, 
lu the mean time, Aser stood behind the seat of Alisa to 
see that the attendants did not pass her by, and he him- 
self would remove her plate, and if any pistachio nuts or 
almonds remained upon it he stealthily took possession 
of them, happy to preserve some memorial of such a day. 
While he was thus silently paying his attentions, a cer- 
2asemirsky accosted Ase ^ -wijj^ jntAnfiAT^^I^jnanlt. 
This man was a F ole of furiousand ung oviftmable temper, 
constantly on the watch ^or every occasion oT'^'ttMPcel^ 
liiig;*^d iihu, lii>CVv4tlmi]jiimng trequeui chasllyements, 

fttill indnl^ftd hia fi-q-OftJ^nfl ilSpn5tTfaTr 
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" What are you doing here ? I wish to attend to this 
young lady myself." 

Aser turned upon him a look of burning contempt, and 
kept his place ; but Casemirsky proceeding to elbow him 
from it, Aser seized him by the arm with an iron grasp, 
and dragged him rapidly out to the open green. There 
three other Poles came to the assistance of their coun- 
tryman, with drawn daggers ; Aser had also drawn his 
dagger, and was warding off their blows in silence, when 
several Romagnuoli and Sicilians threw themselves be- 
tween and separated them. Casemirsky cried with 
impotent rage : "I expect you to-morrow with pistols.'* 

Elsewhere every one was delighted with the perfection 
of the arrangements of this great banquet. The foreign- 
ers pay their compliments to the Roman magnificence, 
which manifests itself on every occasion. But this fes- 
tival was looked upon by a majority of the spectators, 
simply as a demonstration of public happiness under the 
auspicious government of Pius IX. ; but it was clearly 
manifest to those who did not walk with their eyes shut, 
that it was designed by the revolutionists as the' first 
movement of the conspiracy against the most paternal 
of Princes, and the most mild and generous of Popes. 
Farom time to time, while the wine circulated, silence was 
proclaimed by the heralds, and the Tiberine bards en- 
toned from an elevated platform the hymn of Italy. The 
poets Guerrini, Gherardi, Sterbini, Meucci and Tomas- 
soni, boldly proclaimed in every species of metrical com- 
position the future triumphs of Rome. The Roman 
people were the sons of heroes ; Rome had been the mis- 
tress of the universe ; the Capitol was the rock of liberty, 
whence the eagle of Quirinus had taken its flight to civi- 
dize the world; it was the rock to which the triumphal 
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cars of their forefathers had tended with bo much ap- 
plause. *' Arise, people of Rome, arise; burst your 
bonds and reign.'* "Ye are the sovereign people; ye 
gave the Vatican to the Popes, but the Capitol must 
still be your own.*' The ancient names of Mucins Scea- 
vola, Cocles, and the Horatii, were invoked to inspirit 
the men, while the ladies in their turn were exhorted to 
emulate the hatred of tyranny displayed by Clelia and 
her companions. 

At the end of every recitation, Ciceruacchio scattered 
his heralds through the galleries, to excite the people to 
shouts of " Rome for ever ! Italy for ever V* And to blind 
the well-intentioned to their evil designs, he spread a 
report in Rome on the following day, that a man from 
Leghorn had unfolded a revolutionary tricolor, and that 
the people were ready to tear him to pieces, with cries 
of, " Down with those colors ; white and yellow for us ; 
woe to them that touch them ! Long live Pius IX." 

These poetical effusions were printed and dispersed 
through the city. One admired them as noble con- 
ceptions, while another pronounced them sheer theatri- 
cal ranting and the ravings of lunacy. "Very likely!*' 
said they; "show us your Cocles and Sceavolas now-a- 
days ! They have exchanged the Aventine for Monte 
Testaccio,* and in its wine-caves they find it more inte- 
resting to handle bottles than burning coals. Pshaw ! 
Old Meo Patacca sang better in the piazza Barberina, 
and at the crossways of the Suburra.'* 

But men of judgment, the sterling and virtuous Ro- 

• The Monte Testaccio is a high mound or hill, composed of the rub- 
bish from the ruins of Ancient Rome. Inside there are wine vauhs, to 
which the common people resort in the month of October to drink and 
amuse themselves. 
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mans began to look around in alarm. " I fmatter s pro- 
fpf^il ftt thit rat i f; the Popf" hf i ^ birttTTrTTnnfn tnlrr- shel-> 
te r in San Giovanni^ as its *'^f^h-pr^'7ti Tliiiir i h iiiic^rfl 
who are crowding into Rome like flocks of r ooks, make 
ft_croaking and din that is perfectlv deafening.*' They 
saw gathering over Kome dense and dark clouds, which 
foretold the approach of a terrific storm. "Already," 
said the more clear-sighted, "we have seen the lightnings 
flash, and we hear the distant muttering of thunder." 

On the other hand, the ladies, who on the preceding 
day were on the platforms in the pavilion, had held a 
grand parley that evening at the theatre, on the subject 
of the occurrence which they had witnessed behind 
Alisa. Although Alisa herself had scarcely been aware 
of the short but angry altercation between the rivals, the 
envious young ladies and jealous mothers had not midsed 
a single movement: — "So young," said one to another; 
"and already so artful. Already she is mixed up with 
adventurers. Ah ! the silly coquette ! how delighted she 
was to have so handsome an admirer at her back ! And 
yet what an air of innocence and simplicity!" 

"She is even younger than my Virginia," said an- 
other, "and already she is puffed up with her eighty 
thousand pounds. They say that young man with a 
diamond clasp, is a Swedish duke; at any rate he has a 
fierceness in his eyes, that carries fear wherever he fixes 
them." 

"If Lady Flavia were living," remarked a third, "we 
should have none of these scandals. It is truly astonish- 
ing ! A young girl, just loosed from the convent, run- 
ning to every festival ; dressing with such elegance, and 
frequenting every society ! Again that lady companion, 
or tutoress, or female mentor, or whatever you may call 
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her, is not the one for me. She affects reserve, but I 
understand the malice of those hawks, which force them- 
selves into dovecots ; they are more cunning than mag* 
pies. Was she ever seen at church? When Alisa goes 
to Father Ventura she always has a headache, and sends 
a waiting-maid to accompany her, or Signer Bartolo 
takes* her himself. As for Alisa — ^why, at least, she is 
the daughter of an excellent mother. Enough ! may she 
have much joy with her Swede. Who knows what diffi- 
culty he will have yet with that Pole with whom he 
quarrelled yesterday?*' 

Casemirsky, enraged against Aser, was not satisfied with 
the verbal defiance on the green ; but he sent him a note ^ 
at the theatre, challenging him to a meeting at noon on 
the following day, among the old ruins behind Santo 
Stephano. Aser had, for seconds, a friend from Paler- 
mo, and another from Leghorn. Casemirsky was ac- 
companied by a Hungarian, and a Persian. They left 
their carriages on the green of the Navicella, and chose 
a level space at the foot of Monte Celio, where the se- 
conds loaded the pistols, and the combatants made their 
preparations. But Polissena, who had received inti- 
mation of the duel, sent in great haste two Romagnuoli, 
to beseech them not to throw away their lives at a mo- 
ment of such vital importance to their country ; to re- 
serve their ardor and daring for their enemies, and for 
the deliverance of Italy from its chains, since for that 
alone both had abandoned their native soil and devoted 
themselves to its cause; but let them remember their 
oatha, and consider, which ever should fall, would be one 
champion the less in the ranks of the brave. 

Aser coolly answered: " I ^^havealready devoted my 
life to Italy ; tell the generous lady who sent you, ihai I 
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forgive Casemirsky, notwithstanding his insult and de- 
fiance : but my blood is of some account, and if he be 
resolved to fight, and I fall, it shall call down vengeance 
upon the enemy who uselessly sheds it on the Roman 
soil, instead of leaving it to flow on the plains of the 
Adige, or the Po.*' 

Casemirsky grew ferocious. "'Tis fear that makes 
you thus play the hero. Fight, coward, and die !" and 
approaching Aser, he wished to fight breast to breast ; 
but the seconds interposed: "No," said they, "it shall 
be according to our rules of duelling, at five paces." 
So saying, they bandaged the eyes of both. The first 

-- shot fell to the lot of Casemirsky. He fired, and the 
ball grazed Aser's temple, carrying away a lock of his 

j hair. Then, instead of pointing his pistol at his adver- 
sary, Aser raised his arm and fired in the air, with a cry 

[o{ "Viva ritalia." 



CHAPTER VIII. 

THE SECRET SOCIETIES. 

Whoever examines, with a discriminating eye, the 
condition of our age, and having read the recent history 
of European nations, and having recalled to mind the 
events of which he has been an eye-witness, and seeks 
to discover the cause of so many revolts in so short a 

pprm^^ nnll nlnnnly fin/^ %|y^ jj^ ^it. ^ffi./.fc.^ that they haVC 

one common origin, viz. : secret aoeieties. Although they 
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exist as a common principle among nations of different 
race and country, the constant effects which flow from 
them, prove them to be perpetually the same. Whoever 
entertains a different opinion, is either unacquainted with 
the present state of affairs in Europe, or he lives at home, 
secluded from society. 

The very soul of all the unlocked for and rapid changes 
in the states of Europe, is the Pandemonium of tha 
secret societies. This is the mysterious demiurguB * of 
the Oriental religions, which animates everything in the 
physical and in the moral world ; which shows itself in 
every form ; which warms all life with its hidden fire ; 
which gives intelligences to the invisible spirits dispersed 
through the universe. This supreme protogonevs^ the 
first cause of all things, was the active and passive prin- 
ciple of the world, symbolized imder the figure of the 
serpent by pre-eminence, which, among the Egyptians, 
was the Pftd; and, among the Greeks, Apollo Pytho- 
netis. 

The secret societies could not have imagined a more i ( 
appropriate emblem than' this* The serpent glides 
noiselessly under the grass and beneath the flowers; it I 
winds its coils in secret into the innermost recesses of ' 
mouldering ruins — ^into the crevices of rocks and the 
holes of the earth ; it broods beneath foundations, under 
the roots of trees, and even under the altar of God. It 
dwells in solitude, in the depths of wells and cisterns, in 
the empty vaults of sepulchres, and in the most profound 
caverns. In its loneliness it meditates carnage, it accu- 

• Demiurgus (^wvpydf), the supreme magistrate in some free states 
in Greece, (iwy.) Here it holds its natural signification — a mechanic^ 
artist, or builder; one who constructs. (Te.) 

VOL. J. 9 
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m utotes ven om^ ets its fangs an d se nds forth t hreat^p- 
ing fire from its blood-red ejes. Issuing fortE^to the 
sunlight, it rolls forward in proud and menacing undu- 
lations, casts off its skin, unfolds the splendor of its new 
colors, and with crest erect, it darts its forked tongue, 
and sends forth its horrible hissings. But if its silence 
strikes the heart with fear, the shrill sound of its hissing 
fills it with horror, and is the knell of death. 

But that property of the serp ent whinh n^m^ especially 
resembles ihe secret societies, is the fascination of its 
eye ; that motionless, piercing and Searching eye of the 
serpent, which infuses horror into the object upon which 
it is fixed, while the wretched creature is seized with a mys- 
terious spell, and without thinking of flight, or unable to 
move, suffers itself to receive the blow of death. Thus the 
world holds in detestation those associations ; it dreads their 
horrible mystery, mourns over their ravages, and yet lets 
itself sink paralysed into their deadly embrace. These 
^i/Vocret societies also hide their head like the adder, which 
I coils and knots its folds round itself in such a manner, 
tt that its back and tail are only offered to the blows of its 
nenemies. Though frequently discovered, and so often 
[ wounded and cut to pieces, it revives again by degrees; 
ts head having been preserved, it collects its folds, and 
with renewed vigor and increased subtlety, it concocts 
irenom more murderous than ever. 

Kings know it ; the ministers of every government know 
it ; yet at every new outbreak they raise their eyes in as- 
tonishment and ask: " Whatnow? Did you ever hear 
of suctrar thing? — Who wouldTlSW TCuught it?'' But 
they have scarcely recovered from their first amazement, 
before they hear the thunder of fresh outbreaks, of the 
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ipanbling thrones, and the ruin of every order, civil and 
religious. J 

We have seen these things in the short revolution of 
a few years. In 1830, in France, at a single blow, they 
overthrew the throne of St. Louis. Charles X. was driven 
into exile ; Louis Philippe d* Orleans usurped his place, 
supported by the few against the many. Spain, after 
quelling the commotions of 1820, was still governed as a 
monarchy under Ferdinand VII., who on his deathbed 
cancelled the Salic Law and assigned the crown to a 
female. HjA brother, Carlos, had recourse to arms to 
vindicate his claim; wars, agitations and changes without 
end ensued. Don Miguel of Braganza reigned in tran- 
quillity in Portugal. Peter, his brother. Lord of Brazil, 
being expelled by the Brazilians, sailed with a small ar- 
mament, more in the guise of a freebooter or pirate than 
of a warlike prince, landed at Oporto, met his brother, 
who was at the head of the entire force of the kingdom, 
defeated him and expelled him from the country. From 
1831, Italy has despairingly struggled in the grasp of 
the conspirators; it snatches up its arms and shouts 
lAberiy^ while it is trampled on and suffers every indig- 
nity. Austria appeases without extinguishing the rage 
of this conflagration ; it bursts forth at Bologne, then at 
Bimini, and is subdued only to break out again with in- 
creased violence. Switzerland, which has remained 
longer undisturbed than that of any European nation, 
raging with commotions since 1830, has finally exploded, 
and like the bursting of a shell, has mutilated, torn and 
destroyed everything within its reach ; and while it con- 
sumes itself with its own fire, it inflames and consumes 
the countries that surround it. They whose position 
made it a duty to foresee the conflagration which would 
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follow at the first gloamings of those furnaces, fed |p 
the secret societies, were stupified at the result. Then 
they exclaimed: "Ah, the felons! Ah, the assassins! 
Ah, the worst, depraved of men !'* Yet it is well known 
these men only follow their natural trade; and they 
follow it with profound artfulness, and the utmost refine- 
ment of subtlety. They deceive none but the inatten- 
tive, for they proclaim in a thousand ways that they will 
have no Christ, no church, no kings, no governments ; 
but that they will pursue their designs until they have 
overturned the thrones of kings and the altar of God. 
And when they have accomplished their threats, we hear 
exclamations ! 

Even after the triumph of Druey and his partisans in 
the overthrow of the legitimate government of Lausanne, 
they stupidly continued to wonder ; after they had heard 
their yells of " Down with God ! Death to Christ ! Death 
to all that pray ! Death to the Methodist pastors, to the 
Momiers, to the ministers of the Reformed Church !'* At 
Echallens the doors of the Protestant deaconesses were 
burst open, their furniture broken and reduced to frag- 
ments, all that was precious plundered, and the Bible was 
torn up and trampled under foot. The Protestant 
ministers were hunted as Jesuits, and took refuge among 
the Catholics of the Vallese. The rabble shouted through 
the streets : " Death to the rich ! Death to all that have 
domestics!" Treichler, Fournier, and Considerant, 
preaghed in Lausanne the Communism of the PhalanXj 
which Proudhon himself pronounced ^^heatiaV and "m- 
famous;'' such is its ferocity and the horrible deformity 
of its villany. Berne, in the Constitution of July, 1846, 
threw down the impious Neauhaus, to replace him with 
the impious and still more inhuman Ochsenbein, who 
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cyied to the theological chair ofBei^i^j-tiie athejct Zeller 
of Tubingen, whom even the journals of Berne styled, 
"Antichrist descended in dis^oiiie into the iln^wsit^ of 
Berne, under the mask of the disciple of Strauss," " The 
perfidy of the " Free Corps" has become notorious; they 
war indiflferently against the Catholic Church and against 
the Protestant Confession ; they threaten with slavery 
the Free States of the conservative cantons. After their 
recent examples developed under our own eyes, can we 
continue to wonder at the power, the direful and treach- 
: erous intentions of the secret societies ? 

We had reached July the 17th, 184 73^nd ^"'^^^"°fifihio 
WTin ntwnrjrjn tbn Pianna dri Joilll^ upon a great trophy 
fSr tEeannual commemoration of the amnesty of the 
/ifiUlM rnbi'lrr All i:^ome turned its eyes upon this new 
festivity, and had no other thought but to surpass in 
magnificence every other demonstration. Triumphal 
arches, gigantic statues, magnificent galleries and plat-" 
forms, all were to concur in forming as it were an im- 
mense temple of immortality. But while the people 
were flocking to these public demonstrations, young Italy 
was preparing in secret other machinery to triumph 
over the liberty and happiness of Italy. According to^ 
the. decisions of Mazzini at the Convention held in Paris 
on the 4th of March with the Socialist chiefs, Rome was 

So be secretly the head-quarters, and after^^ ^-t^f* tha 
^ubKtrw orkshops of the conspiracy against th e anciem^ 
^ titutions of the I talian {States. No other capital af- 
forded the same advantages and 'inducements as Bome ; 
it was the centre of Christianity, the sovereign seat of 
Faith, the august residence of the Head of the Church, 
and the queen city of the whole Christian family; it 

9* 
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would sttsflii^ by. it? ejwpje all the states of Italy and 
nations of ^Europe.' 

• One Jyy Qii€Ctte»mpst«f^"«,cioa8 and subtle of the con- 
spirators* of Young 'If aly, 'Germany, Switzerland, and 
Poland had crossed the Alps and dropped into Rome, 
under t he orders of Maz zini, RuflSni, Dybowsky and 

/ 7.nlA^VYMa^ ariH Wpifling Amnng fhovn wcrO the aS- 

sassins of Emiliani and Lazzareschi at Rhodes, the mur- 
derers of the commissaries of the police and other oflScers 
of the government, in the piazza at Ravenna, and at the 
bridge of Faenza, under the colonnades of Bologna. 
There were desperadoes of Leghorn, who for several 
years had been keeping themselves in practice by the 
midnight assassinations of those who had been pointed 
out to them by leaders of the society. All these ruflSans, 
under innumerable names, in the disguise of artists, mer- 
chants, printers, and gentlemen, by prearranged signs 
and the marks appointed by the society, executed its 
orders, its messages, and decisions; they introduced 
themselves into every assembly a^d society ; they sat at 
the same table as the people in the taverns ; they mixed 
with the frequenters of hotels and inns, and by inter- 
rogating and observing every one that fell in their way, 
they sounded the disposition of the Romans. Here they 
threw out a joke, there they invented a lie ; atrwi^^time 
tl^ oy wor<^ papalhHj nt nn o th e >r r^piihlkm i,^ according 
tojh e place they were in, or th e compan y they met. 

To elude the watchfulness ot the police, they constant- 
ly changed their place of abode. They sought the most 
obscure alleys of Rome ; one night would be passed in 
that of the Pavoue, another in that of the Cinque ; the 
next behind the Piazza Padilla, then near the Ponte 
Rotto. One day they appeared dressed in the Italian 
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tunic, another in a blouse, or a Lombardy sack ; another, 
they wmTj^ pAvgAng|fj o^ fnp^ -nrifli haiv ft]^ gantly dressed 
and -'^erfumed, and with a miniature comb betwee n their 
figge rs arranging their mustache. They appeared even 
in the priest's cassock and mantle, with the three-cor- 
nered hat, and the buckles of his shoes. Others turned 
pedlers, and with a show-case suspended before them con- 
taining looking-glasses, braces, false jewelry, scissors, 
razors, &c., they entered every shop, the dye-houses, the 
mills on the Tiber, the slaughter-houses outside the walls, 
the tanyards and among the blacksmiths and locksmiths, 
and while talking and answering questions (the Romans 
are full of curiosity), they made good use of their time. 

But the great den of every iniquity was behind the 
Lungara ; there, in those concealed and solitary vaults, 
they held nightly conventicles ; they hatched plots, ?ind 
pla gined re^ ^Ufl ai^^ q°««>fl°Tn ations ; there they cas ts lots 
to fiotermin f ? tho murderer of thoir ncstt victim ; -there it] 
was s ^d to the incendiar ies — " Go you and set fire to 
such a hayloft ; you set fire to this granary, or that ware- 
house, which belongs to the infamous wretches whom our 
brethren of Switzerland have enjoined us to punish." 
Some were appointed to poison those females of their 
society, whom they feared as being too communicative ; 
others to drop a dose of morphia into the wine of cer- 
taiu..£Oor unfortunategirls^jwJ^^^; I'eudurud lUi^^llijibl^ by 
the eflfe gt^Trf'tligp oIson^ were removed to tb p> ^(^apitala^^ 
wh ere in de lirious parox ysms th^y m iflftra.My >^>'^«^^>^*^ 
tfieir last. J fchere were the presses on which were printed 
flie infernal productions, which to the surprise of the 
good appeared in the morning, on every post and wall 
in Rome, and which stirred the populace to every act of 
villany. There was the depository of creasote and vitriol 
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which they used in accomplishing their nefarious 

This den was the seat of every depth of depravity and 
sacrilegious impiety. Here the very altar of Satan (by 
\ the permission of the Omnipotent and All-merciful God, 
xV for the ineffable ends of his infinite wisdom) was erected 
^^'' to the rival of the Almighty ! Here actual adoration was 
^^v paid to the devil as to a supreme deity; here he received 
\ J^ incenses, tremendous vows, obscene sacrifices, and execra- 
ble offerings. Round this altar twelve infamous females 
^^ v^ danced every night, and as its priestesses offered the exe- 
^ . ^ crable sacrifice. ^ Can I ex pf^aa it ? rian T gm'flA my pen 
"^ to write it? These wretches came forth in ike morning 

6 wifETp tet}/ in theii cnttntenancea^ jleyotion in every linea- 
ment^they approached the sacred table of the Immacu- 
late Lamb, and receiving the Most Sacred Host in their 
polluted mouths, they bent their heads upon their hand- 
kerchiefs, and therein deposited the host, to carry it at 
night to their horrible orgies. The altar being prepared, 
the fire kindled, incense sprinkled .over it, and the Holy 
Hosts placed in a goblet, these villains drew round with 
drawn daggers, and the high priest, chosen from among 
themselves, prayed — "Thou God, our Supreme Lord, 
accept the homage of the body and blood of thy mortal 
enemy. Here we lay Christ at thy feet, dispose of him 
as thou wilt. Thou formerly crucified him by the Jews ; 
'twas well ! This accursed being would have precipitated 
thee from thy throne ; thou hast rewarded him according 
to his deserts. Here are we Christians, make use of us 
^^ to turn him into a laughing-stock ; we renounce him, we 

\^ \jyln 1851, these horrors are no longer mysterious. Various trials have 
brought to light far more infamous devices practised by the secret so- 



cieties. 
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abjure him, we count him ever as our slave. He threatens 
with hell-fire them that do not believe in him ; we do 
believe in him, yet we do not fear his hell ; we join in 
every curse which the damned hurl against him, and 
which they and we shall howl forth for all eternity ! This 
cowardly and vile God has fled into the heights of heaven, 
but we can drag him down to the earth by his own 
priests, and we grasp him in our hands. Now let him 
pay the forfeit for preaching obedience, poverty, and the 
pardon of enemies ! Death to the priests ! Death to 
Christ !** Then each one brandishing his dagger, grasped 
the sacred Host, pierced it, gashed it, and mangled it, and 
cast it into the fire on the altar, as a holocaust to the 
fiend. Every night almost, these horrors took place in 
Bome. In that Janiculum, where Peter was crucified in 
testimony of his love and fidelity to Jesus Christ, our di- 
vine Lord and Saviour; on that soil bathed with the 
blood of so many legions of martyrs ; close by the august 
seat of Truth ; under the very eyes of the Sovereign 
Pontiff, who, while those demons were sacrificing Christ, 
himself before that same Christ passed the night kneeling 
and prostrate, imploring his compassion and mercy upon 
Rome ; beseeching him to enlighten the minds and touch 
the hearts of so many impious men, who contaminated 
the metropolis of the Christian world. And Rome, mean- 
while, blind and pitiable, was delirious in its festivities, 
dancing over the infernal volcano ready to burst be- 
neath it.* 

• This horrid picture provoked many comments in Italy : many were 
scandalized and pronounced it a ridiculous mockery to introduce these 
witch's abominations in 1850. But whoever will take the trouble to ex- 
amine into these matters, will find the very house in which those sacri- 
leges were perpetrated, and that several of the females above alluded 
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One evening Bartolo, as it not tinfrequently happened, 
went to the College of the Propaganda to attend upon 
Cardinal Mezzofanti, and accompany him home. It was 
a daily amusement of the Cardinal to converse in the 
Oriental languages with the students after they returned 
from their evening walk, particularly with the Peguans, 
in the Birman tongue ; with the Indians of Madure, in 
the Tamulic ; and still more frequently with the Chinese, 
in the Mandarin, and the dialects of the Scian-Si. After 
this recreation, finding Bartolo at the foot of the stairs, 
he took him in his carriage towards home. On the eve- 
ning in question, Bartolo appeared somewhat silent and 
thoughtful, and seemed to be debating with himself 
whether he should submit some doubts which he had 
formed, to the profound learning of the dignitary who 
had honored him with his confidence. The Cardinal re- 
marking this, kindly asked him what was the matter. 

"I desire,'* returned Bartolo, unable to resist any 
longer, " to lay before your eminence, a singular case, 
which occurred to me an hour or two ago. I was just 
coming out of the druggist's, opposite San Pantaleo, 
where I had been to get a restorative preparation com- 
pounded for my daughter, who has lately been subject to 
slight attacks of convulsions, when I met Monsignore 
Morini.* I have been for many years on intimate terms 
with him, although in several matters we differ some- 
what in opinion. He took me aside under the portico of 
the Braschi residence, and showing me a sort of red 

to are yei in prison. More of this will be found elsewhere, and it 
will hv. known that the author has not related a hundredth part of the 
liorrible crimes which then took place in the locality mentioned. 

* Monsignore Morini was waylaid and assassinated in 1850, near 
FaenzEi, 
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bag, full of various little objects, 'Look here,' said he, 
' my dear Bartolo, see here, you, who obstinately persuade 
yourself that religion is in a more flourishing state than 
ever in Rome, and that all those old Carbonari are sin- 
cere in their repentance of past treasons : these dia- 
bolical objects were brought to me this morning before 
daylight, by an unfortunate wretch, moved, I can't tell 
whether by the stings of conscience or by terror.* " 

"I looked at him steadfastly," continued Bartolo, 
" and said, ' Well, Monsignore, what do you mean by 
that V 

" ' I wish,' said he, * to communicate to you, in strict 
confidence, what that stranger told me. * Monsignore/ 
said he, ' I last night, with my own eyes, saw the fiend, 
and I adored him ; I heard his voice, which encouraged 
all my companions (we were six), to labor manfully, as- 
suring us that he would be with us, and that we should 
be happy if we served him boldly, and as sincere bre- 
thren. That horrible spectre is always present before my 
eyes ; that voice resounds unceasingly in my ears ; my 
soul is weighed down by a mortal horror, and my body 
is exhausted with unspeakable fright. Sprinkle me with 
holy-water, and sign me, Monsignore, with the cross.' 
When I had somewhat calmed him, I told him to come 
this evening, to receive the salutary remedies of the 
Church. ' Bartolo mio,' said he to me, ' he told me things 
which made my hair stand on my head ; be wise and 
faithful to your religion ; do not grow cold in piety. Be- 
lieve me, these impious wretches menace us with rueful 
caten9iHi5?=='^ " ' ; 

" So saying, he went his way. I consider this a mere 
freak of imagination ; or, rather, I refer this matter to 
your eminence. Can it be possible that the devil should 
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appear in obedience to conjurations ? Can there be in 
Rome a society so detestable as to adore the devil as 
God? who hold with him a compact and covenant so 
openly as to second, promote, and encourage the plots 
and plans of conspirators ? This is a serious matter, and 
hard indeed to believe." 

Then the Cardinal replied : " Bartolo, what can I say 
to you ? You lead me into an interminable labyrinth, of 
which it is difficult to see the wanderings, the windings 
and intricacies, or to find the egress. That there is 
really in Rome such an image of hell, I cannot assert, 
but no one who is at all acquainted with the mysteries 
of human iniquity, will deny but that, in Europe, there 
is a dark association, which animates and inspires its 
votaries with the most nefarious deeds. From levity 
and folly, the greater part of mankind on hearing 
or reading such facts, turn them to ridicule as old wo- 
men's tales. Nevertheless, St. Leo seriously says, speak- 
ing of the Manicheans, * To such, falsehood is the sole 
law ; the devil their religion ; turpitude, their sacrifice.' 
Tertullian also says, ' The devil is the counterfeiter and 
the ape of God, imitating him even in the sacraments.' 
Moreover, note what Haller declares in his letter to his 
family, * The organization of the secret societies gave me 
a presentiment of the Catholic religion long before I em- 
braced or even studied it.' 

" I remember to have heard from the lips of a well- 
known gentleman of Lyons, of great power of intellect, 
that Satan has upon earth also his Catholic Church, itself 
at war with other diabolical sects. He compared the 
two churches, of Jesus Christ and of Satan, to a palace 
built upon the tranquil and transparent waters of a lake^ 
which casts an inverted shadow of its fafade in all its 
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proportions reflected upon the limpid sheet, which bathes 
its foundations. Hence, also, Satan, in his impious 
churches, has constituted a hierarchy, a priesthood, sa- 
craments, ceremonies, relics, a calendar, festivals, ferial 
devotions, fervent adorers, his temples, his missionaries, 
his religious vows, orders, congregations, the Bible, 
dogmas, precepts, councils, the liturgy, the ritual, and 
the liturgical language ; all of which, in meaning and 
object, are diametrically opposed to those of the church 
of God. For th^s ^ impiuufj iiini ^ (I h dp.y il \r (rod; the 
damned areHhe saints. Their Messiah has not yet 
come, but they are expecting him, and he is Antichrist. 
* To die in his faith,* as they continually say, is the 
same as to die in the faith and love of Satan. If they 
are asked why they consider it a fundamental article 
never to admit Jesuits, they answer, ^ Because they could 
never be good.' *' 

"If they mark any one for death by the dagger or by 
poison, they seek first to draw him into sin, that he may 
die in sin, and be lost for ever. In this sense they pray 
for our conversion as we pray for theirs : they aspire to 
the seven mortal sins, and to the infernal Spirit, as we 
do to the Holy Ghost and his celestial gifts. I knew 
x>ne who studied the course of moral theology of St. Al- 
phonso Liguori, to find new sins, and new ways of com- 
mitting sin, as we read the lives of the saints to imitate 
them. They give to the most nefarious crimes the names 
of the most celestial virtues, .^rid e of life, jhey call pu- 
rittfj shameful lojo^^h/^fity ; thft ft pervation of a min d 

which is iTTiniAyflAdinj^v^ry nnp.]fifl.nTiA 88^ jg humjlityj. th e 
debiIity-^;; lile15o5y dissolv ed in^acMyy lUiiifAiiTmat^n is 
self 'denial ; voluptuousness is divine wisdom. All this 
is clear enough if you read attentively the writings of 

VOL. I. 10 
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Balzac, *Diima8, Vuvhor H^^go ^ (xftor gft Ranjj Fouriftr^ 
Viator Ooneiderant, and the works of the latest German 
Socialists. ±5ut that which, in my opinion, reveals most 
openly the formal worship of the devil, which pervades 
even the marrow of their bones, is what the above authors 
depict with strokes of fire in their Satanic men. The 
demon gleams forth in the eye, in the smile, in the 
wrinkled face and grinning teeth, in the abrupt nervous 
motion of the body, in the nervous bitterness of their 
sarcasms, in the irresistible vigor of the fiendish likeness 
which plants itself before you, and like an enraged dog 
strikes into the soul a trembling and consternation which 
enervate and rivet it to the spot. Let one of them say 
to you, ^I will,' and you obey; ' Stand,'' and you are 
motionless ; ' Silence,' and your words die on your lips ; 

* Come,' and you follow their guidance, even were it 
into the mouth of a dragon. 

" My dear Bartolo, these ^re flashings that gleam forth 
in every line of those tragedies and novels. But in the 

* Spiridion' of George Sand, change that mysterious 
word ^ Ideal' to that of ^ Satan,' and the veil is torn 
away; you behold hell open wide before your eyes. 
That Spiridion, represented by an old monk, is an as- 
trologer, who boasts and glories in every iniquity; two- 
thirds of the book are taken up in giving a fervent novice 
instructions in every kind of depravity, until, at last, 
hearing so many blasphemies, he exclaims : * But, father, 
on these terms we are no longer Catholics!' ^How 
Catholics ?' says the infamous old man ; ' How Catholics ? 
Not even Christians; not even rationalists; not even 
Pagans Yet we also have a faith, a wor- 
ship, a dogma ; we believe, we hope, we love.' ' But 
what?' cries the horrified novice ; * What ?* repeats the 
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sorcerer, 'The Ideal!* And notwithstanding all the 
wrappings and circumlocutions in which he entangles and 
envelopes himself with such prolixity of argument, it is 
clear that this ' Ideal* is no other than Satan !" 

Bartolo, while he listened to these words, was gloomy 
and thoughtful ; and if at first he had been in doubt, he 
was ^ow disheartened by the ^reat and profound wiVk- 
edness in human nature . But the Cardinal, taking h im 
gently by the hand : " liarto l o/* said he^ '^ we m ust not 
be confounded or dispirited when we behol d the war which~ 
Satail wa^ed a^amat (xod ; we must bear in mind that h e 
is a rebel Indeed, but laid prostrate and enchained by 
Jesus Christ*; he may bark, but he cannot bite ; and al- 
though it may seem, at times, that all hell is let loose 
upon earth, he cannot, by even one hair's breadth, pass 
the limits which God has imposed upon him. Bad Chris- 
tians are snatched away by him, only when their own 
guilt brings them within liis reach. God permits so 
many assaults upon his Church that it may be conducted 
to new triumphs, and deserve new crowns. Ours are sad 
times, but he who is faithful to God wtft not hn nr.nn. 
dal izeda t these excesses, nor will his hope be diminished ^ 
These horrors, whictraru puruetfat ed on earth, are th e 
(JiatiTroir proofij of that eCernai lif e which awaits us after 
our f aith has been proved linETs valley of our pil- 
grimage?^ "" ~' ' ^= — 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE CONSPIRACY OF THE SEVENTEENTH OF JULY. 

In the mean time, Polissena was in the worst temper 
imaginable. Alisa, since the memorable banquet in May, 
had fallen into a kind of melancholy, which had assumed 
the appearance of the languor and exhaustion of a mind 
in deep affliction. She more seldom went abroad ; even 
at the convivial parties of her friends she had lost her 
playful vivacity, and loved the solitude of hfer own apart- 
ment. She spent more time in the reading of romances, 
with which the cabinet of Polissena supplied her in 
abundance, especially., some of Balzac's,' whi ch she ad- 
mired above all others. Five or six days later, feverish 
symptoms and certain nerVous affections having been 
observed by her physicians, she was ordered to keep 
her bed. Polissena, finding it necessary to be continually 
near her, was prevented from attending to her appoint- 
ments with the leaders of the Italian cause, of which 
she was a most warm promoter ; and Sterbini was ab- 
sent from Rome, spreading corruption in Ernico. Unable 
to invent any plausible reason for leaving the house with- 
out incurring the suspicions of Bartolo — for she con- 
cealed from him all her intrigues with the utmost watch- 
fulness — she resolved to send a note to A gostini, l yho 
acted as a medium of communication, or courier, of the 
society, and in such services was esteemed invaluable. 
Taking advantage of a few moments, during which Alisa 
sleptj she wi^ote in haste the following lines : 
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My Friend and Faithful Italian : 

I am consumed with impatience at my inability to see 
even for a moment, either yourself, or Pinto, or Guerrini, 
or some jone of our brethren, and to* hear what course 
you intend following to attain the object of our efforts. 
This accursed police watch us with a thousand eyes. 
Freddi and Nardoni alone are as vigilant as if they had 
each a hundred. What shall we do ? Some means must 
be found to do away with them. Be assured, that as 
long as those vagabonds of the Madonna palace are going 
their rounds, like so many vile curs, we shall do no good. 
Why do we thus remain in inactivity, and with empty 
hands? Do you expect to beat off our opponents with 
walnuts ? or to hold the Blacks in check without arms ? 
These Blacks will play the bully as long as they see that 
we are unarmed ; point but one gun at them, and like 
cowardly knaves they will faint with terror. Pius IX., 
howfiJZieL Js Pope, and that*s en ough. Pius IXJ proposes 
to p acify ua with sug^ r- piums; he ihmks to soften us by ^ 
a f&^ reforms. We will have all, or nothing ; he shall 
gite h with a good will, which he will never do, or we 
wi U have it by force. The world may call us ungrate- 
ful, perjured, impious : let the fools babble ; when our 
brethren took the oath to the Pope, on their honor ^ they 
had neither swords nor bayonets ; when we have them, 
we will soon cut the Gordian knot of our oath. Our- 
selves for ever ! 

You understand, my friend, that being a lady, I must 
observe every lady-like decorum ; and I enjoin you to 
be most discreet in the steps ydu take to see me. If 
Alisa should fall asleep, as I hope she will, and Signer 
Bartolo should have retired, you will see about midnight 
the third window of the second story open. Then come 

10* 
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under the portico, which is always open, and turn to the 
left, where you will find a small door that leads into the 
court; at the end of this is a private door- and secret 
stairs, which pass directly behind my study^ I have 
already oiled the hinges of the door that it may open 
without noise ; and you have only to plant yourself be- 
hind one of the pillars wjiich support the little roof of 
the second fountain near the postern, and I will be with 
you immediately. It is impossible that any one should 
either hear or see you, for mine is the only window 
which overlooks the court. Adieu ! I expect you without 
fail. Liberty and fraternity. 

"The Amethyst." • 

The Amethyst was Polissena's distinctive name among 
the members of the society, each of whom had a name and 
device known only to the initiated. There was in Bar- 
tolo*s house a young man, called AJfrgd^ employed 
under the book-keeper in the office ; he carried letters 
and messages to the advocates and lawyers, assisted in 
collecting rents, and in transacting such like duties. 
Polissena had cast her eyes upon him and had instructed 
him with great care in the designs of Mazzini; the fledg- 
ling's wings were gaining strength ; he had already tried 
some short flights and seemed a bird of great promise. 
Polissena, calling him to her, under pretence of sending 
him out for some trifling purchase, committed to him the 
note for Agostini, with many injunctions to be faithful 
and to deliver it in safety. 

Between the hour of midnight and one o'clock in the 
morning, Agostini leaving the Caffe delle belle Arti^ 
crept silently through the portico and the left-hand door, 
and took his post at the pilaster of the fountain. Polis- 
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sena, who was on the watch, soon descended gently, and 
the visiter taking her by the hand, they sat down toge- 
ther on the border of the fountain, which was of white 
marble. "Well," said she, "son of Italy, are we to do 
nothing more than to shout ourselves' black in the face 
in praise of Pius IX. ? What has been done ? What 
are we doing ? What are we^oing to do ?*' 

Agostini, stroking his whiskers and passing his five 
fingers through his long hair, answered : " We are 
doing capitally, in every respect. You must know that 
for several months back we have had in Rome some of 
the most vflliftnt .TaJTiHHH. fiAfl of Yo ilPgJjj^f^^j^ comrades 
of matcMi ^ courage, and of such intrepidity and reso- 
lution thgt thfty w ould not hesita te to strike-4faeifliag- 
gers to the hearteofjhejr own fathftrs in thft fiai^pft of 
liberty: They drew lots in our venerable College for 
the stern office of executors of justice, who were to re- 
move from our path Nardoni, Freddi, Benvenuti, and 
the other malefactors, who by a thousand artifices im- 
pede the march of our holy enterprise. This noble act 
of vengeance fell to the lot of four of the boldest, each 
of whom has already dispatched several of the execrable 
satellites pf tyranny. Everything was arranged ; the 
day appointed, and the hour and the place of their death 
designated : one as he entered his house late at night ; 
another on leaving the Fiscale ; a third as he passed, 
according to his custom, from the Piazza Madama to the 
Arch of St. Augustine. But lo ! Pius IX., who must 
have some angel for his commissary of police to whisper 
our secrets in his ear, got some scent of the plot, and 
since yesterday Nardoni and Freddi have vanished, and 
the police is on the look-out. 

" The defeat of this grand combination against that 
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guilty enemy of ours, will yet turn to our salvation and 
glory ; for if we failed in our attempt, we have resolved to 
lay it at the door of the very men whom we had destined 
to fall the victims of our vengeance. The mine which 
we had prepared 'to explode under the police, we will 
now publish as having been contrived by them for the 
destruction of the Roman people. It will be noised 
abroad that the great annual festival, in grateful remem- 
brance of the amnesty, is the occasion selected by the 

ilacka for massacring the Romans, who are to assem- 
|)le in the Piazza del Popolo at the triumphal arch of 

:>ius IX.'' 

"Folly!" cried Polissena. "Do you take the Ro- 
mans for such fools as to be caught by such trash? 
What addlepated simpleton ever proposed such a puerile 



"Addlepate, did you say? Let me tell you it was 
one of the most subtle leaders of our brotherhood who 
conceived this cunning idea. You don't know the sim- 
plicity of the populace. This matter is perfectly easy, 
Polissena. We have already sent our men to whisper 
here and there that the day of the festival will witness 
a terrible catastrophe ; that the Austrian emissaries have 
been seen oflFering bribes here and there in the city. 
Others have spread a report, that a few nights ago two 
large cases filled with stilettos were delivered to the 
Jesuits, which had passed through the custom-house as 
books on ascetics and theology ; and that a deluge of 
priest-ridden papalists from Borgo di Faenza had within 
the last ten days entered Rome, a set who are sold to 
the ^retrograders,' and most hostile to the Roman people. 
We have so far succeeded, that a great number have 
already fallen into the snare; ladies without number 



THE JEW OF VERONA. 117 

have sent refusals of the orders, which they had given 
to the Parisian modists for the finery destined for that 
great occasion. On the 15th, Ciceruacchio will publish 
that he has discovered an' Austrian Jesuit conspiracy ; he / 
will post on the walls of the Corso the list of the con- / 
spirators ; our brethren will run from corner to comer/ 
from caff S to caff^, from piazza to piazza, exclaiming/ 
* Oh ! what horrors ! What wholesale massacres they 
have planned against the people ! what an infamous po- 
L'ce we have in Rome ! Ah ! the detestable cruelty ! 
They would have washed their hands in our blood ! 
Our blood was sold to the daggers of the Austrians ! 
Down with the * Blacks !' Down with Nardoni ! Down 

with Freddi !' 

" Oh ! What lamentations, what screams, what de- 
spair ! Then, what next? Why, what may we not have 
next? We will form a guard of citizens for the safety 
and preservation of Rome. Everything is ready, guns 
and every kind of ammunition. Aser, whose acquaint- 
ance you must make, received a month ago drafts and 
notes for twenty-five thousand dollars from the brethren 
of the Hanseatic cities and of Hanover, and our own 
treasury from the insurances against fire, "on ships, mer- 
chandise, &c., affords a considerable supply. Mecocetto 
of the Regola, Girolemetto of the Monti ; Tofanello 
through Trastevere, others through the Ripa Grande 
and the Ripetta, have gained over influential members of 
the mrjTTjlnrrft H nprrnfl ftTnong thfi pfiople a fm^i\(^ panic 
and jhe terro r nf thifg fjfnpp^^fl^y Pius IX. will find us 
armed, and will even thank us for it, for we will convince 
him with the rest, that to us Rome owes its salvation ; I 
will pledge myself that we shall succeed in clothing our 
artifice with such an exterior of truth, as to make the 



I 
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priests and monks thank God with masses and Te Deums, 
for having preserved the Roman people from impending 
ruin ! This, I tell you, this will be so :* and what is 
better still ; all Italy will follow suit, and shout with one 
voice, * We will have a National Guard!' Do you call 
that nothing ? Italy in arms ! Oh ! we shall see heroes ; 
we shall make the kings tremble ; we shall drive out the 
foreign oppressor ; Rome will rise again and eclipse its 
ancient greatness.'* 

" Regarding Aaer," said Polissena ; " I have letters 
from Modeff, of Basiba, instructing me to put myself in 
communication with him, as he is acquainted with the 
secret plans (»f U pper and Lower ^Germany.'' 

"Bring him here some night, or, at least, -explain to 
him the secret of the open window, and let him know 
that I expect him without fail. If he but touch the 
little door, I shall hear him, and be down to him in a 
twinkling." 

" I understand.. Addio !" 

From the night of the fifte^jxth-fit-Jjily; Rome resem- 
bled an abode of demons. The city was filled with hor- 
ror at the unknown conspiracy, which was to involve the 
whole people in destruction. 

Every one was agitated by suspicions of which he 
knew not the object ; friends and strangers were avoided 
with equal care ; those seemed more particularly shunned, 
who wore long velvet sackcoats with large pockets, as all 
such were reputed to be emissaries from Faenza, and 
they were carefully shunned for fear of treachery. Every- 
thing was a dagger, a stiletto, or some weapon, akned 
at the heart. " See there ! Down with him ; he's a con- 

• It was eo, for some parish priest or other returned public thanks in 
Ilia ohuMh for the fortunate discovery of the plot. 



THE JEW OF VERONA. 119 

spirator," and each fled for his life, or ran with the 
crowd crying out, "There he is!" "Where?'* "He 
was there — ^there on that side.'' Then would arise a 
roaring of voices, like an impetuous wind. Weeping of 
women, screams of children, and groans of the aged ! 
" Oh God ! how dreadful ; unfortunate creatures that 
we are; all to have been murdered! Have you heard? 
Fifty of them were found secreted in the great sewers ; 
a thousand had concealed themselves in the caverns of 
the ruined baths. Ciceruacchio has caught and chained 
every one of them ; they are now in the castle ; I saw them 
myself." There were mobs and commotions everywhere, 
meetings of men, armed with poles, swords, rusty mus- 
kets, and Jbayonets ; some in round hats, and some in 
caps in which they had stuck a cockade. " Come along : 
let's go the rounds in close file. Down, down to the Field 
of Mars. Beat them down ; double quick, march !" 
Crowds gathered, every one ran to the doors and win- 
dows. " What is it ?" " The Civic Guard." " Pshaw, 
sir, what ragamuffins ! and what are they about ?" " They 
are going to take the conspirators who were about to kill 
ns all." " Oh, then, God help and bless them !" 

Meanwhile Bartolo's residence resembled a market, or 
a public exchange. Crowds ran backward and forward, 
some with samples of cloth of every color, others with 
specimens of buttons, varnished leather, gold lace, and 
a variety of other materials. Montegrande, Torri, Spini, 
Galletti, the druggist, and a hundred other new Fabiuses, 
Cincinnatuses, Coriolanuses, and Camilluses were hold- 
ing a grand consultation on the subject of the uniforms 
to be adopted for the Civic Guard. Those of every 
power of Europe were alternately proposed; Bartolo 
had collected pictures of every uniform in Europe; some- 
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times he admired the French ; sometimes the English, or 
the Portuguese, or those of other states ; none, however, 
seemed perfect ; and it was finally determined to adopt 
an improved and embellished copy of the Prussian and 
Piedmontese tunic. The head-piece was to be copied 
from the Bavarian, or perhaps more closely from the an- 
cient Roman helmet with a narrow rim, and from the 
bronze point on the top, a voluminous flame or crest of 
bright red horsehair, like falling tongues of fire, upon 
the helmet, giving to it a proud and grand appearance. 
The swords were modelled also from those of the ancient 
Roman legions, and were worn at the belt, instead of 
hanging crosswise in scarfs. 

The gentlemen of the city were the first to deck them- 
selves out in the new uniform thus agreed upon for the 
new militia ; and the young men were delighted by the 
display and showyness of this noble and well-combined 
dress. In the first days of the Civic Guard, there was 
always such a commotion among the curious populace 
hastening to view its meetings, that one might have sup- 
posed there was nothing less than a procession of all the 
stars of the zodiac through the streets. But the purses 
of the Romans soon gave strong hints, that so beautiful 
a spectacle could not be enjoyed at a cheap rate, for the 
city fathers, two by two, traversed every street and quar- 
ter, using a thousand arts, caresses and solicitations, to 
prevail upon the citizens, for the love of their country^ to 
be liberal in their contribution for the support of the 
Civic Guard, for the honor, protection, and glory of 
Rome. It was not enough to have had the thousand 
and one subscriptions for illuminations, festivals, and 
dinners; they must now have collections for the uni- 
forms of the young Romans, who, rich in patriotic love^ 
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were unfortunately poor in money. There was no es- 
cape. Confraternities, monks, priests, and sacristans, 
were all to contribute to this great work. Then the 
nuns were to signalize themselves. They said to them, — 
" It is not enough that you holy virgins should offer up 
your prayers for the cause of Italy ; it is also requisite 
that you aid by your gifts in this holy and magnanimous 
charity. Yes, while you are watching in prayer before 
the altars of your divine spouse, the militia, those brave 
crusaders, will watch over your safety ; they will combat 
the enemies of religion for the liberty of the Church, for 
the Sovereign Pontiff, the immunities of the most holy 
basilicas ; the guardianship of the sepulchre of the Prince 
of the Apostles, and the venerable altars of the martyrs, 
who have consecrated with their blood this metropolis of 
the Christian world. The Civic Guard will insure the 
triumph of justice in the tribunals, the fidelity of public 
officers, the watchfulness of magistrates : it will fly to 
the succor of the widow and the orphan ; it will guard 
the security of property, the inviolability of domicils, the 
palaces of the rich, and the humbler dwellings of the 
citizens." The good abbesses, and prioresses, and nuns, 
could not resist the eloquent appeals of these new Chry- 
Bostoms and Crisologases, and modestly exclaimed from 
beneath their veils, — "And is it really true? Are the 
Turks coming to plunder Rome and overthrow our holy 
religion ? God preserve us from so many evils ! And 
who are these our devoted defenders ?" — " Dear mothers, 
they are the Civic Guard ; confide in them — be generous 
in your offerings.*' The nuns tendered their tribute, and 
going to their confessors, besought of them to say a 
mass to preserve the country against the invasion of the 
Turks. 
VOL. I. n 
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One day Cardinal Ostini was conversing with the 
Canon Graziosi, and their discourse turned upon this 
same Civic Guard. Graziosi, who was of a pleasant dis- 
position, and took things cheerfully, looking only at the 
bright side, was making some jocose remarks on these 
new Scipios and Pompeys. " Does your Eminence sup- 
pose that the Romans will remain long in this martial 
mind? They will play the soldier just as long as no- 
thing more is required of them, than to have their beards 
and mustaches dressed by the barber, and to march 
about the Villa Borghese in those handsome uniforms, 
nodding those splendid flaming crests, 

"* Which high o'er helmets wave with awful nod,' 

like those of Homer's Achaians. I believe their officers 
at least will hold out ; but I want to see them when Ja- 
nuary comes, when they will have to go their nightly 
rounds, and stand sentinels in the wind and rain during 
those cold, dark, long nights. Only imagine, they who 
have been accustomed to lie snugly in their beds until 
ten o'clock! Then those artisans, and shopkeepers, and 
all those who live only by laboring all day : so many 
fathers of families immersed in the cares of business, 
of domestic a£fairs, of public and private affairs. Can 
they afford to lose the whole twenty-four hours when 
their turn comes to stand guard at their quarters ? I 
maintain they will not persevere one month." 

"You labor under a strange mistake, my dear Canon," 
rejoined the Cardinal. " This device is of a very diffe- 
rent nature from what it appears, as Rome will soon dis- 
cover to its great sorrow. If indeed this new organiza- 
tion of the Civic Guard were a mere ebullition of some 
temporary warlike fervor, it woujd soon die away with 
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exhaustion ; but in these days, the secret causes haveV 
their mo^t profound roots in the universal plot of the 
societies of Illuminism, the plague and contamination of 
the whole world. This being the case, as I assure you, 
the association, with its iniquitous rules, will be sure to 
give such a turn to affairs, as to divest the Romans of 
all desire of repose or retirement. It will secretly pay 
from its hidden funds the artisans, the yicious of every 
class, debauchees, gamblers, pickpockets, and broken- 
down spendthrifts; and we shall have a Civic Guard 
which will re-enact the fable of the wolves and the watch- 
dogs. The wolves, with an assumed appearance of mo- 
desty, presented themselves to the shepherds, offering to 
guard their flocks without charge or wages. The shep- 
herds, tempted by the cheapness of the bargain, and 
blinded by their pretended, loyalty, accepted them ; but 
the wolves seeing the success of their plan, went a step 
further. * Of what use,' said they, *are these cowardly 
dogs ? Turn them away ; they are only fit to devour 
bread and lick your dishes.* The shepherds dismissed 
their watch-dogs, and the wolves remained the guardians 
of the flocks ; and most cruel guardians they proved. 

" The secret societies organized the riflemen in Switzer- 
land, and formed them into the Free Corps, which, for so 
many years, have torn the heart of their country, and have 
now, at length, brought it to the last gasp; and it will 
fall a victim to the daggers of liberty. When I was in 
Vienna, during our conferences with Prince Metternich, 
we discussed the state of affairs in Germany, which even 
at that time was a prey to every seduction of Illuminism, 
and he foretold imminent evils, believing that he dis- 
cerned in the amusement of target-shooting, a general 
exercise of the German youth preparatory to an armed 
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insurrection. And you will see, my dear Graziosi, that 
the bursting of the great Gorman cataclysm is rapidly 
approaching ; its youth are inflamed with the love of 
novelty; the citizen militia is armed; and Uluminism 
agitates and urges them onward. At this moment , Italy 
is on the point of falling into th ejjjjffia^ghich^ this evil 

ftPP^^^Qfi'nri ligfl ^A^Ti^g^ TYumy yA€>,7«p^ flip;jyjnp; hflTTftath it. 

You will shortly see the red plume nodding ontEellead 
of every Italian ; you will behold unprecedented confu- 
sion ; and the sovereigns, unless God hastens to help 
them, will find themselves in the greatest extremity, for 
Uluminism has seized every pass, and barricaded every 
egress, to assault the citadel of ancient institutions." 

" But what in the world would this Uluminism do with 
itself?" cried Graziosi. 

" It is the enemy of all order and all authority," re- 
plied the Cardinal ; " it wars against God, against mo- 
narchs, against republics, against constitutions, and every 
legitimate power, to throw the world into extreme con- 
fusion. Every means is legitimate in its eyes for the 
attainment of its objects. The comer-stone of Ulumi- 
nism is that most hideous maxim of Machiavel, by which 
he defends and justifies Romulus in the murder of his 
brother with his own hand, and in the assassination of 
Titus Tatius Sabinus, to the end that he might be sole 
rulei^. He thus continues: 'No one of sound judg- 
ment will ever find fault with a man for having recourse 
to any extraordinary act whereby to consolidate a king- 
dom or to constitute a republic. It is quite consistent, 
that while the act accuses, the effect excuses him.' (Dec. 
Liv., lib. I. c. 9.) By extraordinary aet^ Machiavel means 
murder, poisoning, arson, perjury, felony of every des- 
cription ; for, after justifying Bomulus for such enor- 
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mities, he lauds the Spartan, Cleomenes, who, ' to become 
the sole ruler, watching his opportunity, caused all the 
Ephori to be murdered, together with all that were pow- 
erful enough to oppose him. This deliberate act was- 
calculated to bring about the resuscitation of Sparta, 
and to acquire for Cleomenes the reputation of Lycur- 
gus.' Such, my friend, is the dogma of the Illuminism 
of Weishaupt, which now reigns supreme over this cor- 
rupt civilization of Europe, by means of its champions 
of the secret societies. Baruel draws a terrible picture 
of it ; and yet it is a thousand times more atrocious than 
it is described by that author, whose work, instead of 
being in the hands of every prince, as it ought, is care- 
ftdly removed from their sight, as more replete with false- 
hood and fables than the Arabian Nights, the Wonders 
of the Fairies, or the Walnut of Beneventum. A gen- 
tleman of judgment and great experience, related to me, 
that a few years ago he was asked by a celebrated queen, 
what book he considered best adapted for the study of a 
young prince, in these times ; and that when he desig- 
nated Baruel, the Queen was offended ; ' What book of 
wild ravings,' said she, ' would you propose to me ?' She 
now perC'Cives, though too late, that the suggestion was a 
prudent one, and weeps inconsolably over the distraction 
effected by the associations. 

" Illuminism was, for some time, confined to the limits 
of Bavaria and Germany ; but it passed into England, 
and, crossing the Elbe, it penetrated into the heart of 
Russia ; it ousted Napoleon ; it has surpassed Masonry, 
which, in comparison with it, is now but a childish amuse- 
ment. Illuminism is now boundless ; imder various de- 
nominations, like a mighty river, it extends its branches 
in all directions. Tho LJJarbonarism of Italy i s one oi 
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these branches; it was almost exhausted, but it now 
pours its small remnant into the ample stream of So- 
cialism, and into the impetuous torrent of Communism, 
where its waters, confused and nameless, are still guided 
byMaz zini a njhisjtalian^co Ueagues. You can now no 
longer thmk, my dear Canon, that the Kom an Civic 
Guardi83jw)mpany for mere amusement ; it is rather 
the result of powerful machinations, designed to force 
from the Pope and the other princes of Italy, the reins 
of sovereignty, and to involve them in inextricable diflS- 
culties. Rebellions invariably follow a secret prepara- 
tion of arms. CataUne is their grea t model. When, in 
the name of liberty, he sought to slaughter the flower of 
the Roman citizens ; to burn the city ; to devastate the 
country ; and to overturn the altars of the gods, he secretly 
provided stores of arms for the conspirators ; and had 
others already at Fiersole, and Apulia. You now see, 
that on the creation of this Civic Guard in Rome, arms 
are disinterred from their secret depositories in the mid- 
dle of the plains of Romagna, the Ligations, and the 
Marches. You will see the same take place in Sicily, 
Naples, Tuscany, and Piedmont. In the revolts of Spain 
and Portugal, the Civic Guards was looked upon as a 
necessary institution ; and afterwards, they were found 
the fierce instruments for the subversion of every order 

in those Vin|arflATnfi ; f.liA y Ai^^^mirn^r i j ■' t ^Ta^^n.prA of the 
sftc ret anc^ifttiea m ^ hn wpolijiLitui (jf T Tie churches, strip- 
pift g them of cvuij thing, I'lo mthe chalices in the taber- 
nacles, to the bells which hung in the towers." 

"Really, your Eminence!" exclaimed Graziosi, "you 
frighten me ; from the chalices to the bells ! Good 
heavens ! I came to enjoy an hour of amusing talk, and 
your Eminence concludes with the Lamentations of Je- 
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remiah ! But at least, we may thank the Civic Guard 
for saving us from a conspiracy more tragical and fero- 
cious than Cataline's itself; at the very thought of it I 
still tremble, and it is impossible to deny, that our young 
men conducted themselves like heroes. I saw, myself, 
from the windows of the Propaganda, where I had gone 
to give my lecture, the exertions which they made to 
restrain the fury of the populace, which seemed deter- 
mined to murder that poor feUow^Mignaxdi^^who had fled 
for refuge from the Vacarra to the Jf iazza di Sant' An- 
drea delle Fratte. Some mounted upon the roofs, and ran 
along near the eaves like cats ; they appeared from every 
skylight ; they looked down every chimney ; then leap- 
ing down upon the lower roofs, they regained the ground 
with such rapidity and rashness, that it fairly took my 
breath to see them. Every night they go their rounds ; 
they ferret out robbers, knaves, pickpockets, and de- 
bauchers of every description. The streets of Rome 
have been like corridors of monasteries during the first 
sleep of the brothers ; there is no need of watchmen or 
the police.'* 

"There you are right,** added the Cardinal, " for the 
police no longer exist ; and thus they have craftily taken 
from the Pope the means of watching the motions of the 
conspirators, whose path is now open before them. The 
people, seeing good men visited with assassinations and 
insults for more than a year back, complain that the 
Holy Father neither chastises, nor imprisons, nor con- 
demns ; and the poor blind creatures do not see that the 
government is without hands, which the conspirators have 
either bound or cut oflF; they have frequently corrupted 
public officers, so that disguised abettors of the conspi- 
racy, who hypocritically insinuate themselves into the 
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heart of the police, betray its secrets, impede its ope- 
rations, frustrate its purposes, threaten the trustworthy, 
spread dismay among the good, and, what is worse, give 
their aid to the assassins. Now that Rome is in the 
hands of this Civic Guard, which has robbed the Pope 
of all power, under pretence of the conspiracy, you will 
see what liberty it will diffuse among us. Do you re- 
member, my dear Graziosi, the story of PrngJ^IgtoLJ!^ 
" I do, your Eminence, but I don't see its application." 
" It exemplifies," said the Cardinal, " the subtle trick 
of Young Italy in the arming of the people. Pisistra- 
tus, as you know, wounded himself in the face, arms, 
and breast, and running, all covered with blood, into the 
public place, he exclaimed, that his enemies had reduced 
him to that dreadful condition, and that they would not 
be satisfied until they had shed the last drop of blood ; 
that he threw himself under the protection of his fellow- 
citizens, and committed to them the appointment of 
means to protect him. The Athenians assigned him a 
body-guard of fifty men ; Pisistratus added more to the 
number by degrees, and finally became tyrant of his coun- 
try. Such is the Roman conspiracy which they would fain 
persuade the world was instigated by Cardinal Lambrus- 
chiniy Father Moothaany Dan Vicenza Palhtta^ and 
other similar plotters against the lives of the Roman 
people ! You have only to add to this list Father Ber- 
nardo PauhttOy^ and such, no doubt, would have been 

* Father Bernardo, of the order of Minims, was much revered in 
Rome for the holiness of his life, and the people ran in crowds to kiss 
his garments and obtain his blessing as he passed through the streets. 
King Charles Albert held him in devout reverence, and caUed him to 
Turin to assist at the nuptials of the present king, Vittorio EmmanueL 
He died last year (1851) in Calabria. The Abbate Vincenzo Pallotta 
was also eminent for his zeal and charity. 
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the carnage, that blood would have flowed in the streets 
of Rome like the waters of the inundation of July. Now 
our Pisi atratus is qrTYlo/^^^^ w^ ^]^^]\ k^^^r^r^i^^^y ^ 
cheap as air. Adieu, my dear Canon, pray excuse me, 
I have to keep an appointment with Caoidinal^Gizzi." 



CHAPTER X. 

BARBERINA OF INTBRLAKEN. 

AsER, disguised as the traveller of a commercial ] 
house in Dantzic, and having committed to Spini the in- 
terests of the Roman faction, went first into Tuscany to . 
confer with JJ^erazzi and Montanelli ; he visited the 
Conspirators of Leghorn, Pisa, and Lucca, warmly ex- 
horted them to exert themselves in the enterprise, and 
proceeded to Genoa. There he was expected by Pelle- 
grini, Reta, Canale, Bisio, and other members who were 
all sufficiently notorious. He continued his route to 
Turin, and held consultations with Sin ce, Brofferio, Bo- 
rella, Valerie, and a number of other " little great men," 
who were for exalting the throne of Savoy to the stars. 
Carrying with him a few samples of silks, he wished to 
make a tour to Milan, and thence descend into Switzer- 
land by Mount St. Gothard and the Splugen. But his 
friends in Piedmont advised him not to venture within 
reach of the Austrian Police, that he might rely upon it 
they would leave no stone unturned in their exertions, 
and they invited him to meet them in the evening at the 



130 THE JEW OF VERONA. 

Caff^ o f St. Cha rles, where they would find means to 
cKS?5usspatfulllengffi; the afiairs of the society in Lom- 
^_bardy, Venice, and Central Italy. Aser, therefore, about 
nine in the evening, passing under the porticoes of the 
Piazzas, joined Brofierio in the Cafi*^ and accompanied 
him to Santa Pelagia, to a house which opens upon a 
narrow street, which, particularly at night, was a,lmost 
solitary. There they ascended to the third story, and 
passing through an obscure gallery, they entered a fine 
apartment highly ornamented with richly-papered walls, 
round which were hung fine steel engravings in splendid 
frames, beautifully relieved with garlands of flowers and 
arabesques. The pictures were representations of the 
efibrts which have been made by difierent nations to 
work out their freedom ; the conflagration of Missolon- 
ghi, the. battles of Nauplia, Idria, and Tripolizza. In 
the ranks of the valiant Greeks, women were represented 
fighting bravely against the Tmrks ; some were binding 
the wounds of their brothers, some were carrying away 
their dead husbands, others again, behind the columns or 
the trunks of trees, were loading the muskets of the com- 
batants, carrying ammunition, or preparing balsams and 
bandages for the wounded. In other pictures were seen 
the forces of Warsaw against the Russians, or of Cracow 
against the Prussians and their confederates. The sub- 
ject of others was the wild mountaineers of Caucasus, 
shooting down the Cossacks among the passes and preci- 
pices of their valleys ; the Maronites of Lebanon, con- 
testing an entrance into their villages against the Egyp- 
tians, or bounding from rock to rock in their endeavors 
to escape from slavery, bearing their children in their 
arms ; they were seen again depositing their children be- 
hind a friendly rock, while they turned to shoot dowa 
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some Emir, who was pressing too closely upon thetn. 
These engravings were designed with truthful exactness 
and executed with so much animation, that at the sight 
of them, all that entered the room were strongly affected. 
On a large circular table of white marble, stood a lamp 
with six branches bearing ground crystal globes, which 
shed a brilliant light through the room ; round it were 
scattered the most furious of the Jomrnals of Germany, 
Switzerland, and France, in which the principles and 
maxims of rebellion, conspiracy, and treason were openly 
advocated: the doctrines of Wifitlilinpr^ ^ha Pa.ntlifiifltn 
of Hegel, the Communisifi^ T)fTPr oudhon, the Savagely 
State of-MaKP5-«aid^he ^^ Maii-(Jrod" of Moedeff. Aser 
found there before him several proscribed, ill-omened 
looking personages, reading, stretched on the elastic- 
cushioned seats in a variety of rude postures. Some 
with their legs hanging over the arms of their chairs ; 
others laid on the sofas, with their boots resting on the 
embroidered cushions: one was seen with his head 
covered and his cravat hanging in disorder over his 
bosom, and his elbows resting on the table, reading in 
an audible voice the following passage of Desmoulins : 
" When the brethren of France give the word, Italy will 
strangle her princes and her popes." Then, in a tone 
of intense hatred and with a hideous grin, he added, 
"Capital! Yes, I myself, with these hands, would 
strangle a dozen, beginning with the Theologian Gaule, 

and ending'' , 

"Wait a moment before ending," cried another, with 
a horse-lau gh; "I'll give you a strong, well-waxed cord 
to string u^aij^.the Jesuits in Piedmont, and i;6ree or , 
%tr ^f T>""" jnii^ni4fc-£^ f^fi ^ftyrftfl H a^i L jubo j fae bar- 
gain." Aser and Brofferio joined the rest in this hyena 
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and wolfish laugh, and the latter taking the hand of some 
of those abandoned young men, embraced them, and then 
threw himself luxuriously into a "veilleuse." "Well, 
what is going on in Rome ?'* said a little emaciated fel- 
low, seated by the side of a corpulent self-conceited per- 
sonage. " Do we gain ground ? Has Mamiani arrived 
there yet? Has Sterbini brushed up his face any? 
And Galetti, does he perfume his beard? Ah, that Pius 
IX. ! And the good folks think he protects us ! I be- 
lieve if we don't mind what we're doing, he'll blow us 
all up into the air. They must deafen him with outcries; 
they must demand concessions, and having obtained one, 
they must press for another, and another, until he knows 
not which way to turn." 

" If now that we have arms in our hands," replied 
Aser, " we allow him to have his own way — ^never trust 
us ! But we are not such bl ockhe ads. Frorrj^.Tnly until 
nnw, tho Pnpn li as had^ no police^^^^^^Eeis powerless. 
Afany of t hec hief carabin iers are acting th g - ^Papaliots ;' 
b ut they ar e °^^.rf t^y w jtn^', attd have been for some 
time. ^A ^ for the regular soldiery— plbaw ! we laugh 
at it. By our outcries, calumnies, and bullying, we have 
driven from around his throne most of those who op- 
posed us ; and we'll leave no stone unturned until we 
have hunted every man of them from his presence. But 
come, let us get to work here ; you have to tell me how 
matters stand with you." 

While Aser was conversing with these two leaders of 
the conspiracy, a young man entered, wrapped in a large 
cloak of ipapermeable camlet cloth, with a fur boa folded 
round his neck, fine mustaches and long hair, with its 
massy curls reaching to his shoulders. He wore boots of- 
English leather, with spurs which jingled at every step, 
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and cracked his riding-whip as he entered. Saluting 
the company, and seeing Aser, he tapped him with his 
whip on the shoulder, and turning a pirouette, planted 
himself directly in front of him, with his eyes fixed 
steadily upon him. Aser eyed him from head to foot, 
and stood considering, rubbing his forehead to refresh 
his memory, as if he had an indistinct recollection of a 
former acquaintance. The young man, raising his hand, 
pressed a small clasp, and detached his mustaches from 
his lip. When he had removed them, Aser remembered 
and exclaimed : " ! Babette ! You here, and in this 
garb ! I know that you are a brave young heroine, and 
ready for any exploit ; but I never knew you as a cava- 
lier. I suppose you have turned knight-errant to exter- 
minate the monsters of the Black Forest." 

" Had that been my object in turning Crusader," said 
Babette, laughing, " you yourself would have fallen ere 
this." 

" Good ! I didn't think myself such a monster," re- 
plied Aser, as he brought her a chair and seated her 
beside him. Thigha a[as the famous Babette of Interlake n, j 
a worthy descendant of Weishaupt, and styled bytEe 
Pastor Veyermann, " The Great V irgin of Helvetian 
Communism." She was cast from her childhood among 
the "Free Corps," as the helpmate of a camp-follower; 
she grew up surrounded with drunkenness, robbery, ra- 
pine, and blood, and she knew God only from the impre- 
cations which continually rung in her ears. When in 
the skirmishes near Lucerne, the Radicals had slain any r\ 
Catholics of the primitive cantons, this Babette was 
employed to tear out their hearts, their eyes, or their 
entrails, and carry them in triumph in the midst of the 
other infuriated wretches, who thought her sufficiently 
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paid for such services by one latz^ or a glass of kirschen- 
wasser. 

But after the 28th of August, 1846, when Berna 
Ochsenbein, Funck, Stockmar & Co., were elected to 
the magistracy, Babette became their most confidential 
courier in their dealings with the secret societies, the 
Agatodemone of all the intrigues, the knavery, and the 
tricks of their mysterious assemblies ; she appeared unex- 
pectedly everywhere, and disappeared with the rapidity 
of a spirit ; she was the mistress of impenetrable secrets ; 
got possession of diplomatic dispatches, which she pe- 
rused without altering the seals, and glided like a ser- 
pent into the most hidden cabinets of Vienna, Berlin, 
and even of St. Petersburg. She counterfeited bills 
of exchange, and altered the signatures of passports ; 
while still a girl in that school of Lancaster, she was 
acquainted with the use and composition of poisons, and 
could apply them to the purposes of the conspirators. 
[)uld cur se like a trooper ^ fln'nV liVft a. top^r^ smoke 
ItTt^ ft. tWT?^ ij,pfl brandish a> da^^er like a fencing- 
master. She seemed possessed of tne devil, such was 
her strength of muscle, the vigor of her arm, the fasci- 
nation of her eye, the audacity and fierceness of her 
anger. As she had one day crossed Lake Leman, from 
Roll to Tonon in the Ciablese, after a conspirator who 
had fled from Lausanne with a considerable sum belong- 
ing to Young Switzerland, she fell among four Carabi- 
niers, who seeing her land from her skiff, surrounded her 
in a small wood on the banks of the lake. Babette fixed 
her piercing eyes on them, and pointing a pistol at the 
breast of the foremost, she shouted : " Ah, vile scoundrels, 
four of you against a single girl!" and in a twinkling 
she bounded out of the wood, attained her skiff, and a 
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few strokes with her oars soon placed her beyond the 
reach of the stupified Carabiniers, who stood gazing, after 
her from the shore, ^guch was this gentle Babette ; a 
yoimgiffiQiaan^f only twenty Toiir jiea i' O, yet already so - 



fierce and tr eacherous. Bu t is it astonishing that such 
an incarnate fiend should issue from that school of blood, 
of blasphemy, and iniquity ? Similar women were not 
unknown in Rome ; they were not unfrequently heard 
in the taverns screaming : ^^4 Iell-fire for ever^ iP^ ^^^ ^^1 
Tyhq ^go to it ! Death to St. Pe ter !*' Many of them, 
with the rufBans of fi^arihglHi^ PAmTyifp^ rnhhrtiffTj nn 
' cr ileges/ and hornhift ip nrfirrni^ Whence these furies 
sprung, unless from some dark den of the conspirators, 
cannot even at this period be conjectured.* Babette| 
at the present meeting with Aser, said to him : " Make 
haste, Ochsenbein awaits you at Berne ; he has business 
which he wants you to transact for him in upper Ger- 
many. My friend, the Jesuitism of both Catholics and 
Protestants is at its last gasp ; but we must smother the 
flame of Momanism' Yfldch is ever vivid in Italy, and i 
especially in Rome. On your return I will give you a 

• Many in the north of Italy have denied that such women were 
ever seen in Rome. Unless we are both blind and deaf we saw them 
with our own eyes, and heard them with our own ears. Some were 
dressed and armed as .soldiers, others in the usual dress of women. 
When at the vineyard of Macao, they took the Jesuit Casaccia in the 
dress of a vinedresser ; there were among the rest two women, armed 
with pikes, who addressed him without knowing him: "Find us the 
Jesuit," said they, " and we'll pierce his heart with our pikes and eat it." 
And when at the Bridge of Saint Angels, those three unformnate men 
who were taken for Jesuits were torn to pieces, and their limbs cast 
into the Tiber, there were armed women who stabbed them previously 
with their swords and bathed their hands in their blood, as has been 
proved by the subsequent trials. Those furies had entered Rome with 
so many other ruffians. 
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few hints on this business, in which you will be seconded 
by many of our valiant brethren. But when will you 
leave for B^rne ?" 

"On Wednesday/' replied Aser; "but I must first 
wriff^ hn p^f rhim' nn fhPi aflfairs of Italy." 

" If that's the case, I will deliver your letter with my 
own hand." 

" How, with your own hand ! Are you going to Rome ? 
What for? Pray tell me ?" 

"I shall pass through Rome without stopping," re- 
plied Babette, " on my way to Sicily. You must know 
that Cestio, a Catholic of the Grisons, one of the first 
among the Just of Wutzling, after having been admitted 
to the most important secrets of our college, decamped 
from Nidan, and at Lucerne turned informer to the Son- 
derbund. He will not be allowed to live any longer ! 
Our forty-sixth Article says : ' Every one betraying a 
member of our Association, deserves death. Every mem- 
ber is bound to execute this sentence.' This case fell to 
the lot of Porzio of Liestal ; but having fallen desperately 
in love with a lady of Lanfen, he was discovered by her 
husband, who lay in wait for him behind a hedge in the 
garden, and as he was in the act of creeping through the 
window of an out-building behind the stable, he received 
a musket-shot, and fell dead. The chastisement of this 
Cestio has therefore been committed to me, as a thing 
rendered difficult by the infinite craftiness of the knave, 
and the subterfuges to which he has recourse to avoid 
pursuit." 

" How do you know that he is in Sicily ?" asked Aser. 

"You know what our police is," replied Babette. 
" When Cestio found that our le aders were aw are of his 
treachei;vand Of the place oi his retreat, he quitted Lu- 
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cerne, and crossed the inaccessible mountains into the 
Vallese, where he made an engagement with a peasant 
of Grampel. There he remained concealed as a laborer 
until June, when it happened that some mowers from the 
Lower Vallese came to the same place, and among them 
was a young man from Bex, whom Cestio recognized to 
have seen him among the riflemen at the match of Aarau. 
That was enough : he ascended the steep rocks of the 
Simplon, scaled the glaciers, and by narrow paths 
and over steep rocks and precipices, he descended into 
the valleys of Italy; and step by step, under various 
names, reached Genoa. There, in a commercial house, 
he had an elder brother, who, having supplied him with 
clothing and replenished his purse, placed him on board 
the Castore, and sent him to Naples. In the Swiss Guard 
he had a cousin, a Captain, who received him with open 
arms, and wished to enrol him in the first regiment ; but 
prudently reflecting that some of our new members might 
recognise him, and report him to his pursuers of Berne, 
he resolved to pass into Sicily ; and there he actually 
went with letters of introduction to the governor of the 
island. 

" He was offered the post of tutor to the two sons of a 
prince of Palermo, which he readily accepted and still 
occupies ; but I swear it, he shall not occupy that posi- 
tion long. In consequence of the threatened disturb- 
ances in Palermo, the prince resides mostly in a magnifi- 
cent villa, among the delightful hills of Bagheria ; and 
lately we were informed, that he has removed with his 
sons to another beautiful residence in the neighborhood 
of Syracuse. But were he to secrete himself in the 
deepest pits, or if you will, in the abysses beneath Mt. 

12* 
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Etna itself, I will reach him with the point of my trusty 
stiletto, which will pierce even through adamant." 

" Be prudent," said Aser ; " the Sicilians are not to 
be trifled with ; if your life is burdensome, this will afford 
you a favorable opportunity of relieving yourself of it ; 
for if the prince whom you speak of be well disposed to- 
ward Cestio, he well knows how to protect him, or to 
avenge his death." 

" If that be all, you need not be afraid ; I would stab 
the fellow before his face. But that will not be necessary. 
I have my own plans. By whose hands do you think 
that Archdevil of Surgovia fell — that opponent of the 
l^^^p^^rt^^n^^ H ii fU Jifi ^ ^i pp(i r 4Af> Af fVi A Conserva- 

to p in Bernej Tt wasbjjnine !" 

"Was it, realTy Y" ' 

" So certainly, that he has already been beneath the 
ground for three months, the scoundrel ! and I'll tell you 
how it was done : You know that he was as fierce as a 
tiger ; he always wore a close-fitting coat of mail, and 
was armed invariably with a rapier and a pair of small 
pistols in each pocket. Well, what did I do to lay hands 
upon him ? I cast my eyes on a certain deformed wretch, 
who had lost both his legs ; he had a hunch on his back, 
and two stumps of arms, on which he crawled along by 
the help of two pieces of wood, which he wore on his 
hands like gloves. He was as. vicious as a toad, and I 
easily gained him over with a few * livre.' I knew that 
our Archdevil had to pass along a solitary road ; the 
hunchback pretended to be going to a hut to beg a lodg- 
ing, and was creeping along by the margin of a ditch. 
When he saw my man coming in the distance, he let him- 
self slip and tumble into the ditch, from the bottom of 
which he set up a shout of * Help ! for God's sake.' The 
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other ran up, leaped into the ditch, and grasped the poor 
hunchback, and was endeavoring to raise him up and re- 
place him upon the road. I had concealed myself in a 
field of tall and dense hiemp, and while he was thus bend- 
ing over, I advanced behind him to within a few paces, and 
fired my carbine at his temples. The ball entered on one 
side, and passed out at the other. He fell dead on the 
spot. I dragged the hunchback from the place as far as 
I could across the fields, and after rewarding him with a 
treat, I betook myself to Groningen." 

"You're a Bfij[£gct_angel,''^ said Aser*; "to-morrow we 
shall have more leisure for conversation. The company 
must by this time have had enough of the papers ; we 
must now turn to the afiairs of Italy, which you know 
are so important to the brethren of Switzerland and 
Germany." These communications passed between 
Aser and Babette in a suppressed voice, while Brofierio 
was discussing with two Savoyards from Moutier and 
Bonneville, the surest means of corrfl pting ttiu piety and 
fidelity of the villagersof^Savoy^jdio remained staunch 
in the"ab(JiuuL simplicity of their manners — thanks to the 
zeal of their curates — whom those wretches graced wit^ 
the names of tonsured marmots^ dormice^ and mountain 
hears. 

Aser remained in consultation with this assemblage 
until after midnight. Each one spoke of their general 
plans without fear or control, and proposed the licentious 
and dishonest arts of rebellion, concealed under the de- 
ceptive tinsel of public immunities, the security and 
liberty of citizens. All was to wear the appearance of 
the peaceful petitions of a people devoted to their so- 
vereigns, but with the tacit understanding of joining, 
under the subterfuge of these lies, in utterly fettering 
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the legitimate power of the Italian monarchs. They 
especially dwelt upon the necessity of proceeding with 
religion on their lips and hypocrisy in their hearts ; they 
must bear in hand a great book, on the first page of 
which should be written in large gold letters, "The 
Holy G ospel of Ch rjnt ;'' whilf^ tht intpriar flhnnlH contain 
thelg gdes o fLu ther and Gsl\m Jk bo m T stei ' iea of I^ nthe- 
ism, with th e decalog ue of Socialism, and the Commu- 

Tlism Ot .P rOTlj^^Ti ^ ymirniftq^ fty||] (lAnflifl<^yr^r~> 

On the succeeding day, Aser wrote to Sterbini the fol- 
lowing letter : — ^ — 

"My Dear Friend : — 

" I send you this by a safe hand, and I request that 
you will show the bearer of it every possible kindness 
and courtesy, — you, who are aflfability personified above 
all to the brave ; and the hand which will deliver it to 
you, though so small and white, is possessed of a power 
that will leave the print of its five fingers .wherever it 
has occasion to press. 

" 1st. You will henceforth receive my letters and those 
of the brethren, from the couriers of Leghorn, where we 
have instituted a living telegraph, on the plan of those 
of the Chinese. Leghorn is the central point, a nd thence 
diverge rays which will extend over all Italy like the 
web of a spider. Every ten miles in every direction 
there is a secret post. A courier leaves Leghorn, and at 
the distance of ten miles he finds others ; one for Rome, 
a second for Florence, a third for Turin, a fourth for 
Milan, one for Venice, another for Naples, and to these 
he consigns his message, which, if very important and 
s^ort^he gives by word of mouth y and so it pro ceeds 

^l ied(llies rhwi^ds^ggtign^ KTthis manner, in a few 
hours we have a post communication, safe, active, and 
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most rapid, and the police may in vain seek to pene- 
trate or discover our secret devices.* 

"2d. At present the most important matter before 
the Sacred League is the Jesuits. We do not wish in 
Italy to go beating about the bush respecting those Re- 
verend Fathers, as was done in Switzerland. Their 
Little Councils and their Grand Councils of the Cantons, 
and their Federal Diets in the Vorost of Ziu-ich, of Lu- 
cerne, and of Berne, occupied several years before they 
effected the extirpation of that evil seed from the Hel- 
vetian soil. After all, nothing less would suffice than 
the whole force of the Free Corps to remove them. At 
present the Central Committee, consisting of Mazzini, 
Zaleski, and Druey, have adopted the resolution of root- 
ing -them out from the soil of Italy and Germany more 
readily, and with the most simple arts, .without striking 
a blow or shedding a drop of blood, which we must save 
for the expulsion of the foreigners. Hence at Turin, / 
Genoa, in Sardinia, at Naples, in the Romagnes and in 
Cen tral Italy, we are to y v^ a g^nrrnl ntgiinlt tir t^ f^ 
Jesuits, aU at the s ame moment, an<L w ith no other arms 
th^es: outcries, hisses, and curses, and at 'the furthest, 
where they are more tenacious, a few volleys of stones 
through their windows, with occasionally two or three 
bottles of vitriol, and perhaps a sprinkling of burning 
fagots. The Modem Jesuit of the Abate Gioberti has 
cleared the ground, smoothed the road, levelled the hills, 
filled up the valleys, and turned the sea into solid land ; 
he has lent us such efficient aid, that we may now move 
forward as if treading on a carpet, so smooth and de- 
lightful has he left the ground under our feet. Should 

• This living telegraph is still in active operation in Italy. Govern- 
ments have good reason to know it. 
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we, however, meet with any nigged spot, or stumble 
against any little impediment, most likely it will be in 
Rome. Pius IX. is showing a good many attentions to 
the Jesuits, believing that he will thereby distract us, 
and that our eye, intent solely on the regeneration of 
Italy, is not directed to those reverend gentlemen, whom 
he loves and esteems. But it is precisely because we 
desire the regeneration of Italy, that^we cannot think 
of leaving in its bosom, characters who are so very re- 
(pugnant to it. Therefore, my dear Sterbini, all our 
j wisdom will be needed to effect our object. Denounce 
them as retrogradevBy as persons opposed to every con- 
cession made by the Pope to his people; as intriguing to 
retain the people in the depths of ignorance ; as bound 
in a double alliance with Austria ; as traitors to their 
country, — the destroyers of every noble institution, and 
greedily appropriating to themselves every oflBce of emo- 
lument among the Roman clergy. Represent them as 
the envious detractors of the virtues and learning of all 

1 other orders except their own ; and above all other crimes, 
br^Jidthem with hem p; traitors to Pius IX .j . against 
whomtEey are Hatching a diabolical conspiracy. The 
Pope will not believe a word of all this ; but if Pius IX. 
should not believe it, there are many others who will, and 
V tha t is all we require, ^ ^he Civic Guard is at our dis- 
posal. Against us, we shall have tte double chtn, gray- 
haired old fathers; they will do everything in their 
power against us ; they preach and cry out : * In the 
name of Jerico ! what's all this ? Have we forgotten 
those times of the cholera, when the Jesuits so distin- 
guished themselves in their noble sacrifices to the Ro- 
mans? What, banish them from Rome! That shall 
never be ;* and drawing their cloaks round their digni- 
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fied persons, with their hands on their swords, they will 
swear to defend them. All a farce ! One of our young 
Civic Guards is worth a hundred of them. Forward, 
Sterbini ; it is the will of thy brethren. 

"3d. On the second of November, King Charles 
Albert set out for Genoa, where everything is in readi- 
ness for the popular festivals, at which we intend to set 
the post-laborers and all the rest of the populace in 
motion against the Jesuits ; to gather them together in 
mobs ; to cluster them round their colors, and to present 
a heavy and solid front to the cavalry that may be sent 
against them. Turin is not yet ripe for the plans of our 
brethren. The gravity of the Court and of the metro- 
polis cannot be lightly tampered with, but Genoa still 
feels under its ashes, the slumbering fires of the Repub- 
lic ; and I assure you, that by raising a cry against the 
Jesuits, we may play a very pretty little game of chess 
there. Already Constantino Retz has his eye on the 
Castelletto^and pushing forward his pawns, he is for re- 
moving thoseTowe rs from"thgj3he^ ^^j j j> ^^ ^ lheji->he 
can cry^heck to the KingT^The Jesuits afiof ded us 
an excuse in Switzerland, and the Genoese, under cover 
of the same ample cloak, will seek to dye the White 
Cross of Sardinia in the red of St. George. 

"4th. In France, Guizot, Montativet, and the other 
moderates, perceived in the distance the English-fash- 
ioned reform banquets, and the scent alone turns their 
stomachs ; they seem to be studying some method of 

cooks, TiAf|rii RnlliTji fl,pH Prmirl^^on ^ and of ex tinguishing 
the fireS"oFtheir ovens, but the cooks are backed by so 
many valiant waiters and scullions, that they will soon 
make mince-meat of those big personages ; and for Louis 
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Philippe, they are preparing a dish to receive the gravy 
as lie roasts on the spit. England has already provided 
th 5m the seasoning of the roast. Wait a few months, 
and the odor will reach you even in Rome. I will write 
to you from Frankfort on the affairs of Vienna and Ber- 
lin. At present I am starting for Geneva, thence to 
B( rne, and Constance, and various other cities on the 
Bline, and finally to Schwerin. I have executed the 
CO] amission for the muskets. Keep the Civic Guard to 
itslduty : Pius IX. will want things his own way, mili- 
tary regulations, articles of discipline, etc. ; accept 
evei^thing, thank him, and then do as you think fit. I 
recommend to you the Eoman youth, render it warlike ; 
the Alien will not be conquered by ' Our Fathers.' You 
understand. Adieu, 

" Yours, etc., 

" ASBR.'' 



CHAPTER XL 

EVIL ARTS AND TREACHEROUS GUILE. 

The affairs of Rome were daily advancing towards 
the brink of the unfathomable precipice, which the miners 
of Young Italy had dug beneath it. They no longer 
worked in secresy and silence, but in the full light of 
day, before the eyes of all Christendom ; they robbed 
the Pontiff of the august prerogatives, with which he 
was invested, over his t emporal dom inions. He had no 
sooner made onei^nmnsjisiuu to lixe^pebple than the demon- 
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strations of gratitude with which it was accepted, were 
followed by renewed clamors and demands still more ex- 
orbitant ; they left him not a moment to breathe, but 
perfidiously abusing the favors already obtained, they 
turned them against him ; until at last, with treasonable 
designs and a threatening aspect, they demanded a more 
fpAA ^nyif)fitiitinnj 111' rntliri frrrr'l it f^^m thp^'^ anvAj'fiign^ 
by violence. Thus concession followed concession, gained 
new strength at every motion ; like a rock detached from 
the summit of a mountain, it starts on its precipitous 

f>nnrap^^flininpr inr*rAgflA<^ velocity aS it mOVCS, UUtil 

at len gth, obstacles, which seemed about to impede its 
progr ess, only give it a more terribIe ~moDflentumT^^ 
bou nds from side to side^ and finally restTm^jte^ — -^ 
abyss, broken intp inniiTnft rable fragments. Whoever 
will consider with an eye of discernment, the nature 
of the secret societies in Rome ; their evil arts, and the 
activity which multiplied their forces ; whoever will strip 
the external show of good from the malignant reality 
which they covered with the noble mantle of patriotic 
virtue ; whoever will compare their words with their deeds, 
their public with their private actions, will discover in 
these formidable machinations, a design ready formed with 
the most subtile foresight ; let him weigh the force and 
the resistance, the visible and the concealed; compare that 
which was determined with that which was attempted ; 
see the causes and the effects, the profound study of the 
character of the people, of the inclinations of the great 
and of the vanity of the middle class ; and he will find with 
what prudent and vigilant care, like one who navigates 
an unknown sea, they sounded the depths as they ad- 
vanced, and were unceasingly on the look-out for rocks 
and breakers, in order that they might steer clear of 
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them, and reach their destination in safety. Perverse 
arts were used to corrupt the Roman youth, and the 
most detestable influences of seduction were practised in 
every direction, so that the young and inexperienced fell . 
inevitably into the snares without a chance of* escape. 
Every yout h^-tgentx J^^ ^Q ^^^ e nrolled in the Civic 
{ju ard; n^^ 3 x tfl > yt ; no a T ni n n n i yrnTrlTT^ iii iiiii l i l exempt 
eVen those who were still engaged in their studies, and 
had but half completed their course : nay, so much did 
they presume' on the wild forbearance of the Roman 
people, that they had formed even in the schools of the 
Sapienza a regiment of students, whose leaders and ofli- 
cers were the professors of law, mathematics, and medi- 
cine. Many youths, to avoid being ensnared in these 
nets of perdition, took the clerical habit, or exiled them- 
selves from Rome as travellers, as if they were going by 
the order of their physicians, or for the purposes of com- 
merce, or in search of new pursuits. The^^S ^yeg^ign 
Pontiff, with the e:3[£, of^ a watchful fathe i?^ saw . clea rly 
/jth StA^mpious were wounding th e^most sensitive point 
'/of the glory of Rome. The heartsoThis beloved^aini 
ingenuous youth were robbed of the precious treasures 
of piety and virtue. He wept over the scene, and ex- 
claimed: "Ah ! they are robbing me of my young chil- 

'/ u dren ! They are staining their bright innocence ! They 

v^ are slaying those beautiful souls!'' 

One morning, an aunt of Alisa, the sister of her 
mother Flavia, came to visit her. Polissena, xmder pre- 
text of making some purchase, had gone out, and had 
secretly entered the establishment of a milliner, where 
she had an appointment jwith Ma si, the secretary of 
Prince Canino. AUsa's aunt sat down with her niece, 
and finding themselves alone, she said : *< My daughter 
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(I call you such, as your mother's last recommendations 
give me the right), you certainly know that Aser left 
Rome suddenly several days past ; I know that you- are 
good and discreet; at most, you are but a young girl, 
and experience has not yet schooled you in human 
malice; may God, through the intercession of the 
Blessed Virgin, and through the prayers of your own 
mother, grant that you may never make the discovery in 
a mirror, which reflects the blush of shame, and the pale- 
ness of remorse. That Aser, my daughter, has made 
you the subject of remark through the half of Rome, 
and I cannot account for the inattention and thought- 
lessness of your father, who pays no attention to it. He 
is so blinded by all these novelties in Rome, that while he 
is for ever watching the business of others from his win- 
dow, he neither hears nor sees what passes in his own 
house. That Aser is a stranger, — some will have it that 
he is the son of a king ; others, on the contrary, that 
he is a knavish adventurer, a wicked abettor of the se- 
cret societies ; and some have gone so far as to assert 
that, imder so rich and fine an appearance, he is even a 
hired assassin.'' 

"Alas! my aunt, what do you say! An assassin!" 
cried Alisa. "I believe Aser to be noble and generous: 
he loves me fondly ; he has saved my life, and in so do- 
ing narrowly escaped with his own ; his attentions have 
been limited to watching me in the streets, or at the 
theatre, and he has never set foot .within my father's 
house. My own friends call me cold, ungrateful ; they 
would that at least I should show myself more tractable 
and humane ; but I preserve in my inmost heart the 
advice of my beloved mother, who often said, when she 
came to see me at St. Dionisius, 'Remember, dear 
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Alisa, that a young lady should always be modest, that 
she should never give to any young man the least proof 
of levity. If any should love you with constancy, re- 
member it will be your duty to refer to your parents.' 
So that, dear aunt, although I cannot say that I am in- 
different to him, yet I will always observe this distance 
in my behavior." As she said this two heavy tears 
rolled down her cheeks. 

"I cannot doubt you," replied her aunt, "but this is 
too much the subject of conversation in Rome ; the lady 
Metilde of the Campo Marzo, and the lady Julia of the 
Piazza Farnese, who, you know, are good mothers, were 
saying yesterday, in a large circle of their female friends, 
that they had found it necessary to forbid their daugh- 
ters to frequent your company, lest they should draw the 
same remarks upon themselves. Now that our good for- 
tune has taken Aser elsewhere, you must seek to bury 
the past in oblivion, for it is likely enough (excuse one, 
who loves you, for making use of the expression) that 
he is at least some sort of freemason," 



" You mean to say, dear aunt, that his whole soul is 
devoted to Italy, and that he thinks of nothing but the 
greatness and liberty of his country; but I cannot con- 
vince myself, do what I will, that it is the same as being 
a freemason or Carbonari : my own father desires the 

ae triumph of Italy, and yet he is a good Christian, 
bid he loves and reveres the Pope with absolute devo- 
tion, which the Carbonari do not." 

"Your father might, however, be more Roman than 
he is," said her aunt ; " for if we are to believe him, there is 
nothing good left in Rome. He is always with the Swiss, 
the French, and the Hungarians: in their countries 
every thing is beautiful, rich, and grand ; among us, all 
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is dark ; it seems as if the sun had ceased to rise. He 
prides himself so much on his splendid uniform of cap- 
tain of the Civic Guard, that he positively imagines 
himself a second Napoleon ; and whenever he meets me 
he seeks to carry me by storm to enrol Severuccio in the 
iattalion of the Speranza.* Only imagine ! And he 
/not yet eleven years of age. I have more than enough 
to do with Mimo and Lando, who, since they have en- 
tered that bewitched Civic Guard (I should say so), are 
altogether beyond my control." 

" Oh, that reminds me, aunt ! tell me, what is the 
reason that they have not come as usual to spend the 
evenings of Thursdays and Sundays with us ? I have 
just got ready for Mimo a fine new piece of Verdi's, for 
four hands, on the piano ; it is perfection itself. And 
for Lando, there is that beautiful ballad-air for the harp 
and a flute accompaniment. See, there stands my poor 
harp, it has never sounded since my cousin was here ; I 
have no heart for it by myself, but if he were here with 
his flute I would play for hours ; and Polissena, every 
time she hears it, falls into raptures, because, she says, 
the ancient Italians inspirited the Lombard warriors 
with the sound of the harp in their battles against Bar- 
barossa. Tell them both that I expect them, and that 
it is a shame to see them thus abandon their music." 
"What would you have, my love," said the poor mo^ 

* The demagogues, to sow corruption among the Romans from their 
Yery childhood, instituted a battalion of children, in green uniforms, 
who went through their military exercises to inure them to the use of 
arms, 'fhere were silly fathers who took their little children of three 
and four years of age to these military promenades. In the quarters 
of the Speranza was held an open school of every kind of dissoluteness 
and impiety. 

18* 
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ber; "since the opening of those barracks, I don't 
I know them for the same. They are never without their 
muskets; they^ re constan tly running in and out of the 
' ftmTflAj_ y}t.}i 51, nmTj hftr of rmTgh- tnoMhg young men, who 
righte n me so^^ **^ T onn^i. KiJp mak i ng the sign of the 
Of OSS ever y time I see th ejn* In the rooms on the ground 
floor, they have their exercises ; Mimo teaches Lando 
and then Lando commands Mimo ; they thus waste their 
nights to a very late hour. Again, when the fencing 
master comes, there is a stamping and a shuffling of feet, 
and a shouting of ' Cross swords,' * feint outside,' .... 
^inside cut,' .... Sparry in tierce,' .... * round that 
wrist,' ^ straighten that arm,* — ^until they turn my house 
into a bedlam and deafen the whole neighborhood. You 
know what a dear, good boy, my little Lando was ; how 
affectionate, how sweet tempered and graceful in his 
manners ; well, now he has become ^f^rfy^-^^^ He 
iras a model of modesty, and belonged to the Ris jcfitto 
bf Pad re def ies ; every week he frequented the sacra- 
f ments, and every morning with the rising sun he paid 
his visit to the altar of St. Louis to hear mass. Now, 
must I say it, Alisa ? I can scarcely prevail upon either 
of them t o attend the last mass on Sund avs, so occupied 
are they in training themselves up for the review which 
their colonel holds at two o'clock in the Piazza del Po- 
polo, or that of San Pietro. They have to clean their 
guns and rub their armor with polishing dust ; then they 
call their sister to burnish the bands of their knapsacks, 
and poor Nanna has to bespatter her hands with chalk ; 
she polishes here and scrubs there ; cleans the straps 
and rubs the clasps, so that your cousin has become in 
fact their orderly. But it's worse for her if she shows 



) 
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any reluctance, for then Mimo flies at her with a volley 
of names, and throws the dirty wadding in her face." 

Here Bartolo, who had just returned home, entered 
. Alisa's room to salute his sister-in-law. 

" Good morning, Adele, how do you do ?** 
" Very well, if I were not a mother ; but that cha- 
racter, so sweet and delightful in itself, has become sad 
and full of bitferness. My dear Bartolo, I am really 
tired of living !" 

"What is the matter? Have some of your sons 
fallen ill?'' 

" " God grant that they were both so !*' 
" Why, really, that does sound strange !'* 
Adele turned to Alisa : " My dear girl, will you fetch 
me a cup of lemonade ? I am quite thirsty ; but mix it 
yourself, for no one can make it so delicious." After 
Alisa was gone, she turned again to Bartolo with tears 
in her eyes. " Tes, brother, I am reduced to such a pass 
with my sons, as to wish sincerely that they were unable 
to rise from their beds. This Civic Guard has ruined 




"And how?" asked Bartolo. 

" How ?" she repeated ; " because, from being pious and 
rell-behaved children, it has made them two villains, fit for 
[he galleys ; so bad and impious is the school which they 
|ll^ud da ily, and almuafe nitihlly, nt thr^ bar racks. Con- 
fersation^ which makes one snuaaer witn horror ; curses, 
aprecations, and every new-fangled heresy ! During 
the first days that my dear Lando was in the Guard, he 
came home terrified ; his eyes were inflamed, his face 
pale, and his breast heaving ; he took and pressed my 
hand, kissed it with feverish excitement, and pressed it 
to his heart. Oh, brother, how it throbbed ! it felt as if 
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it would burst ! And he said to me, weeping, Oh ! 
mother, save me from that dreadful place ! I am losing 
my soul ! Their talk is all obscenity ; every kind of dis- 
graceful adventure is in turn related, and at every dis- . 
gusting narration they roar with laughter, ' Bravo ! Good ! 
Capital !' Think, my dear mother, of the horror of nights 
passed in such wicked conversation ! One evening the 
Angelus-bell was ringing ; I took oflF my cap. What 
hisses ! what jeers ! what scorn they heaped upon me for 
that beautiful practice ! one called me a fool ; another, 
an idiot ; another, an ass ; thus to disgrace the profes- 
sion of arms with the ' Hail, Mary.' ' Go and say it to 
ithose ribald Jesuits ; such superstitions belong only to 
[them. The infamous wretches! see how they degrade 
I and stupify the lively temper of youth. Down with the 
Jesuits ! Gioberti for ever !' In the daytime they read 
the most ouLl'ageouu passages of the ' Modern Jesuit/ 
and woe to those that don't listen attentively. They 
comment upon it, and apply it first to one and then to 
another of our holy fathers ; and observe, mother, that 
many of them owe everything to the Jesuits. That bad 
book is not the only one ; but they have others, contain- 
ing every kind of foul wickedness and impiety. They 
heap insult on the cardinals, and some of them go about 
whispering to the most depraved, * This fool of a Pope 
shall shortly have to deal with our bayonets.' 

" This was what Lando told me during the first days ; 
but afterwards, whether Mimo had more human respect 
and laughed him out of his devotion, or the contact with 
vicious companions corrupted him, by degrees he became 
profligate, arrogant, and hardened ; he afiects contempt 
for holy things ; he is exceedingly rude in the house, and 
seeks to corrupt Severuccio. Mimo and Lando pilfer 
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from me incessantly, and so much of the silver plate has 
already disappeared, that I am terrified to death lest 
their father should perceive it. In fine, dear Bartolo, 
tfeegovernment ought to remedy this, or Rome will be- 
ae^an abommattS 



Se government has no concern in it," replied Bar- 
tolo ; " the Pope speaks, commands, entreats, beseeches ; 
but the thing is done, and it is impossible to make head 
against it. Besides, it is natural ; would you have bar- 
rajjkslike sacristies ? They sm oke and laugh, and are 
perhaps* uuL Very^^oice in their termS7l5Trt4ii-thft end 
our Romans are very good boys. You will see, dear 
Adele, things will come to rights by and by; when once 
we have settled the confederation of Italy, religion will 
flourish more than ever."" hi- 

"You make much of those hopes of yours," returned 
Adele sadly ; " but they do not weigh much in the heart 
^^ a mother, who sees her sons, so anxiously brought up 
^ fear of God, falling headlong into perdition. I 
would at the same time remind you that you also should 
keep a more watchful eye over Alisa, and upon those 
reports which are circulated among the friends of Flavia, 

respecting that young Swede But here is Alisa 

with the lemonade." 

About t h e end o L- NovGrnbcr. at tw o J n thft flftprnoa i^j 
a c arriage drove up to the Sgpny-hofgl on the Jiazzajii 
Spagna. TtTo ntaine d'^tEe Baroness of Derberg, who 
appeared in a splendid travelling dress and accompanied 
by several attendants. After taking possession of the 
finest apartments in the hotel, she sent an invitation to 
the physician, Sterbini, to attend her in the evening. It 
may be supposed tffat Sterbini was punctual. A Baron- 
ess of Derberg ! who could she be ? Some sister of 
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the ' Sacred Alliance' of Germany ? With these cogi- 
tations he reached the Sermy hotel. He was admitted 
to the Baroness, in whom he beheld a most prepossessing 
and beautiful young lady, in an ample dress of dark pur- 
ple velvet Sr la Mary Stuart, with a massive gold chain 
round her neck sustaining a number of precious jewels. 
The Baroness, with a graceful inclination of her head, 
oflFered her hand, which he kissed respectfully. "Be 
seated, my dear Sterbini," said she, as she took a letter 
from a pocket-book. " I am the faithful bearer of this 
despatch, which was confided to me as a great trust by 
our friend Aser, at Turin. Bead it." While he was 
perusing the letter, with her elbow resting on the arm of 
his chair, she watched every change in the countenance 
of Sterbini, who, when he had finished, raised his eyes smil- 
ingly to the lady, saying : " Pardon me, Baroness, but it 
appears from Aser*s manner of expressing himself, that 
this letter was consigned to a gentleman, and not to so 
graceful a traveller." 

"Don't let that disturb you," replied the young lady ; 
" Aser had much to distract him when he Tnrote. I con- 
gratulate you on your good fortune in Rome, everything 
seems ta smile upon you : persevere manfully; Germany 
fixes its eyes on you, Vienna and Paris are waiting for 
the signal." 

" Your arrival will inspire us with the courage neces- 
sary for so great an enterprise," said the Doctor, " and 
hope you will give us much powerful aid and advice. 
Shall we have the advantage of possessing you long 
among us ?" 

" I start to-morrow for Civita Vecchia," returned the 
Baroness. 
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"Really, to-morrow! without even seeing. the bre- 
thren?" 

"Yes." 

" And what is your destination ?" 

" To Malta/* said the Baroness. 

" If you will accept letters for Achilli and De Sanctis, 
my excellent and virtuous friends, I shall be happy to 
accommodate you." 

" There is no occasion, thank you, as I have already 
several for them ; I will communicate any information 
you wish." 

Sterbini asked a number of other questions, but find- 
ing it was getting late, and fearing that the Baroness 
might be fatigued with her long journey, politely took 
his leave, and on t he follow ing morning Babette departed 
to Civita Vecchia, where she embarked" for Sicily'ih 
searS&lyf- €faDtio » — 



CHAPTER XIL 

THE FRIGATE SAN MICHELE. 

After having traversed a great part of Germany as 
far as Dantzic, always engaged in disciplining the vari- 
ous branches of the secret league, and learning the de- 
signs whicji were in preparation against every prince 
and government, both Catholic and Protestant, in Europe, 
Aser was now on his return to Italy. The state of 
affairs in Rome was watched with great anxiety by Maz- 
zini and the Swiss radicals, who were persuaded that it 
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would be impossible to accomplish their object without 
the reduction of the metropolis of the Christian world. 
Aser received from them instructions to resort to every 
species of machination. Rome was to fall into the 
power of the society more like a traveller, who unknow- 
ingly enters a labyrinth in the centre of which is a den 
of thieves, who plunder and destroy every one that falls 
into their hands, than a person, who, aware of the pre- 
sence of his enemies, arms himself, proceeds cautiously, 
and yields only after a valiant resistance. Rome was to 
fall to the sound of music, singing and dancing, in 
mockery at all who dared to raise a warning voice. 

Having again visited his friends in the street ofSaj 
iPelag ia-in Turin, where he had met with Babette in No- 
vember, and discussed with them the plans of the chiefs 
of the " Holy Alliance," he descended to Geneva, not to 
encourage and spur on the clubs there, but to praise 
them for what they had already accomplished, and for 
what they were about to undertake with so much ardor. 
Towards evening, although the sky was threatening 
and the sea in commotion, he entered a small boat and 
caused himself to be taken on board the frigate San 
Michele, which rode at anchor in the port. There he 
asked for an officer, to whom he had to communicate 
many secrets on the part of an inhabitant of Geneva, 
who kept him informed of the proceedings of Switzer- 
land against the Sonderbund, which had already fallen 
more by the treachery than by the swords of the ninety 
thousand men imder command of General Dufour. He 
was received on the deck of the vessel by a hardy-looking 
old boatswain's mate, remarkable for the severe mildness 
of his countenance, who told him that the officer was on 
shore on business of the admiralty, but that he was ex- 
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pected back in about an hour, and if he would wait, it 
would give him pleasure to show him through the ship, a 
splendid and well-equipped vessel. Aser gladly accepted 
this proposal. He admired the perfect neatness and 
order of everything on deck in the armory; every 
kind of weapon occupying its appropriate place ; the 
well-finished cabins of the captain and officers, their 
spaciousness, richness, and perfect finish of their orna- 
ments, the magnificence of the furniture, and the carpets 
of Oriental manufacture. His attention was next 
directed to the cannon and their appurtenances; then" 
on the third deck to the infirmary or cockpit, with 
its surgery provided with every kind of medicine and 
every appliance for the wounded. In the obscurity of 
this place, lighted here and there with dimly-shining 
lamps ; in this silence, broken only by the beating of the 
waves against the sides of the vessel, Aser passed near a 
wooden partition, beyond which he could hear the mur- 
mur of many voices speaking in low tones, interrupted 
by deep sighs. Outside the door of the room from which 
these sounds proceeded a guard if as pacing to and fro 
in silence, with slow steps, his arms crossed upon 
his breast, and a cutlass in his hand resting against his 
left shoulder. The old mariner turned to Aser : "With- 
in, sir," said he, " are the Jesuits, who recently escaped 
in the middle of the night, by a miraculous interpo- 
sition of the Blessed Virgin, from a most savage 
attack. The populace entered by assault the Professed 
House of St. Ambrosius, and at the same time stormed 
the Royal College in the palace Doria-Fursi. It would 
move a heart of stone to see these priests, who for so 
many years have devoted themselves with such zeal to 
the good of the people, in alms, in preaching, in the 
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confessional and in the assistance of the infirm and dy- 
ing, pursued for so many months like felons, and finally 
assaulted by a ferocious mob, which only their death 
would satisfy. Have you heard how they escaped? 
Those of the Royal College, who had so many young 
students, seeing their gates almost burst open, and the 
scaling ladders already placed against their windows, fled 
with their innocent pupils by a narrow path leading from 
the garden to the foot of the Castelletto, and by the in- 
terposition of Providence found the iron grating still 
open, this being generally, for the security of the for- 
tress, kept closed. They thence escaped into the houses 
of the citizens, who, moved with profound pity, placed 
them in safety. 

" On the other hand, those of St. Ambrose, attacked 
with the fury of tigers, with yells, imprecations and 
blasphemies, saw themselves without any means of 
escape, and on the point of falling into the hands of the 
assailants, who had already moimted the window-sills 
with their daggers in their hands, with foaming mouths, 
and with death and rage and desolation in their hearts. 
The unfortunate fathers, surrounded on all sides by this 
infuriated mob, could neither throw themselves from the 
windows into the street, nor fly by passing along the 
roofs, as their college is an isolated building surrounded 
on all sides hj streets ; but God, who watched over them, 
had decreed that they should not fall martyrs to the 
raging inoL, and had provided them with the means of 
safety. There was a passage supported by an arch 
which spanned the street at a great elevation, and con- 
nected the Church of the College with the Ducal palace. 
Tlirough tliis passage the Doge was formerly accustomed 
to come on festivals to hear mass in the Church. The reve- 
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rend Fathers seeing no other means of escape, mounted to 
the entrance of the passage by the means of ladders, 
which they drew after them when they ascended, and 
took refuge in the palace, which at the time was occu- 
pied by the Governor of Genoa. 

" His excellency suddenly beheld in his apartments 
those terrified priests, pale, exhausted, and gasping, with 
their hair standing on their heads, and the sweat trickling 
down their cheeks. In the mean time, the ferocious as- 
sailants of the house of God forced their way through 
the windows, and running to the doors let in a crowd of 
Civic Guards, who rushed into the hall, while another 
portion of them, with fixed bayonets, kept the mob at 
bay, telling them that they would throw the riches of the 
Jesuits to them from the windows. In that immense 
hall there used to be great numbers of confessionals, 
where the Genoese went in the evening to confession : 
and many a time, my dear sir, have I been there myself 
and received consolation and comfort ! The walls and 
pillars were adorned with the portraits of the fathers of 
the Society, who had suffered martyrdom in Japan, in 
the Indies, in America, and in China ; and observe, the 
first act of those impious men was to break and dftst roy 
the> fionfRRsjo na.lfl wi^^ fhMv aahrpg ; and with a fury 
prompted by Satan, they pierced the eyes of the martyrs 
with their bayonets, then with their daggers they lace- 
rated them, and tore them in pieces, martyring them 
anew ; ' Thus if we were able,' shouted they, ' would 
we tear and rend those reverend scoundrels.' "* 

• A democratic paper of Genoa has sought to throw discredit on this 
genuine account, by asserting that the Civic Guard did not then exist 
in Genoa. We answer, by the single question, " Who cut down the 
confessionals, and tore up the paintings'?" The regular military of 
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Aser gazed in mute astonishment upon this old sailor, 
who displayed such faith and piety; and at the recital of 
those atrocities, felt himself moved with sentiments of 
pity, and an internal emotion, which seldom, indeed, en- 

/tered his heart, and which he quickly endeavored to stifle. 

/ The boatswain's mate continued his narrative. " There 
was not a corner of the large establishment left un- 
searched ; every article of furniture was either broken 
or thrown from the windows to the people : beds, mat- 
trasses, tables, chests, kitchen utensils, the paintings 
which hung in the corridors, and finally, an immense 
number of books and manuscripts from the library. 
But that which most excites our detestation, was the 
attempt to cast upon the holy fathers, the stain of a 

wiP.VftHnftgfl \Krh\oh Hftfiftrvfifl iha vnaAt n.mftl (]ftfl.t,}i. Vnr 

t his purpose they th rew from the windows c lothing of 
l Utle chil3renf> female^dresses, indecent pictnr hflj and 
many other objects, indicative of shameless depravity. 
At the sight of this the mob (whether believing or not) 
shouted, ' Death to the infamous wretches ; to the gibbet 
with the hypocrites ; cast the villains into the fire !"* 

Aser could no longer contain himself, and interrupting 
the old sailor : " This, indeed, is insuflFerable !'* said he; 
"Eugene Sue in the Wandering Jew, and Vincenzo Gio- 
berti in the Modem Jesuit, who charged the Jesuits with 

Piedmont is not so base as to abandon itself to such sacrilege, and such 
shameful excesses. There can be at least no doubt that it was the Civic 
Guard, which seized the College of Doria-Fursi, when Father Xaverio 
Gastaldi, a fugitive from Sardinia wras compelled to betake himself to 
the streets, and being consigned for safety to the quarters of the Civic 
Guard, was mocked at the whole night like Christ in the house of 
Caiphas, and was put to the blush by their most disgusting turpitude. 
History, the unswerving recorder and custodian of facts, has already 
registered the names of the instigators of that atrocious and implacable 
expulsion of the Jesuits. 
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every iniquity, never reproached them with such abomi- 
nations; this was an honor reserved for the Genoese." 

" Say rather," replied the old man, " for a perfidious 
Doctor, who boasted to some of our officers that he had 
carried under his cloak all those things which were 
thrown from the windows ; he also it was that threw upon 
the roof of a house in the garden of the Royal College, \ 
a dea 4 infant, at the same time spreading the report I 
through the city^lhat the Jeaniia jyere infant icides ; and 1 
the Commissary of Police went to the College, and mount- , 
ing on the roof by means of a ladder, folded the child 
in a covering, and entering the room of the Rector, 
showed it to him. The poor religious well-nigh fainted 
with horror ; but the Commissary said to him : ' No, no. 
Father, be not alarmed; the police have discovered 
whence the little creature was thrown ; we even know the 
^iiijlXJliiilliMj mid (liu illilll'liiUhl^ illiiJTTi it it and threw "^ 
it upon the roof." 

" Ah, the monster," cried Aser ; " yet these Jesuits 
must have been very hateful to the people, that they 
should display such ferocity against them." 

" Hateful to the people ? Quite the contrary. The 
Genoese people have always given proof of their love 
and reverence for those fathers ; in their necessities they 
have had recourse to them with confidence, and in return 
they have shown toTi^ards them a paternal love. I my- 
self am among the niimber of those who count them as 
their benefactors. I can never forget how much they 
did for me in the time of the cholera. I had a son who 
had just returned from Buenos Ayres ; the cholera seized 
my wife ; the young man and a daughter of about six- 
teen watched at the bedside of their mother, and applied 
her every remedy. But, alas ! one after the other they 
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fell dangerously ill. Two Jesuits came and watched 
unceasingly by their bedsides ; every one in the neigh- 
borhood was taking precautions for himself; assistants 
could not be procured for gold. The Jesuits, while they 
administered to them the consolations of religion, pre- 
pared and gave them their medicines, assisted them to 
turn and change their position, arranged the pillows under 
their heads, and performed for them every office with 
invincible patience. My wife died, but the two children 
recovered from the dreadful contagion. One of those 
two fathers is shut up there. Would you like to see 
them ? Your heart will bleed at the sight of their desti- 
tution, for they escaped with nothing but the clothes 
they had on." 

Aser assented. The old sailor gently opened the door 
and introduced the young stranger, who stopped after 
t he had taken a step or two inside, as if overcome. 

This room, which resembled the interior of a sepulchre, 
was dimly lighted by a smoky lantern ; it was about 
sixteen feet long, thirteen feet wide, and five in height. 

Mojc^^than twenty oi these goodjath^rs were impri- 
soned here ; their countenanceswere pale and emaciated, 
their eyes sunken, and their heads inclined upon their 
breasts, as they sat back to back upon the floor, while 
their minds were filled with a mortal anguish. In one 
corner was seen upon a straw mattrass a n aged priest, 
wrapped in a coarse blanket, shrunk and bent with suf- 
ferings, drawing his breath with such difficulty that he 
appeared every moment about to breathe his last. By 
the side of the sick man was a young German brother, who 
was sustaining his head with one hand, while with the 
other he wiped away the perspiration which bathed his face. 
From a word which this infirmarian said to one of the 
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fathers, Aser perceived that he was a German by his 
pronunciation, and was encouraged to ask him in his 
own tongue, who was the sick man. Brother Winter- 
halter raised his head, and pleased in the midst of such 
distress to meet with a countryman, answered : " Sir, 
this victim of human cruelty is the aged Pole, Wisoski. 
He was proscribed by the Russian Emperor, in 1820, 
with the other Jesuits in Poland, and spent his youth 
with the missionaries in the deserts of Siberia and the 
rugged mountains of Caucasus, to which the Jesuits went 
every year in search of the unfortunate Catholics of Po- 
land banished there. They oflFered them the consola- 
tions of religion as well as human comforts, procuring 
them clothes and furs to protect them from the rigors 
of that climate, and presenting other things which infused 
delight into the hearts of the poor exiles. This noble 
and generous brother was broken down by so many 
travels, and from the dampness of those cloudy regions 
was attacked with the most acute pains in his bones, and 
by degrees became so bent that he could no longer move 
except by resting his hands upon the ground. 

" The unfortunate old man lived in the Royal College, 
where his afflictions have confined him to bed for several 
months, and the last two weeks we have been in momen- 
tary expectation of his death. The other night when 
the religious escaped, with the students, from the assault 
of the mob, a noble-hearted young father, dressed in 
the Italian fashion,* refused to leave the bedside of the 
sick man ; and God preserved him, we may say miracu- 
lously, from the hands of those infuriated men. After 
the tumult had somewhat subsided, he went out secretly 
after midnight to beseech as a favor that the poor old re- 

• He is now a Missionary in the United States. 
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ligious might be lodged in the hospital. He was rudely 
answered * No !' The father himself was detained at 
the guardhouse, and Wisoski was taken upon a pallet 
by four soldiers, carried on board and thrown here, as 
you see, into the hold of this ship/' Aser felt indignant 
at such cruelty, and a deep remorse gnawed his heart 
that he himself, by the orders of Mazzini, had been 
instrumental in bringing about this ferocious expulsion. 
He asked Winterhalter, who was the Superior. The 
brother pointed him out. " He is a native of Bretagne," 
said he, " and for twenty years has wrought much good in 
Genoa, beloved and esteemed by all good men."* Aser 
bowed to him and addressing him in French, asked him 
in a tone of compassion, who had thus buried them alive. 
The Superior, a man of benevolent disposition and cour- 
teous demeanor, thanked him for his kind disposition 
towards them, and related the following particulars. 

" From the month of November last year, in the pre- 
sence of the King, the seducers of the people began to 
collect crowds and mobs to march about with flags and 
shout through the streets, ^ Italy for ever ! Gj oberti for 
ever !' and on reaching; the front of the Royal (Jolle^e^ 
and^t St. Ambrose, they roared and howled like wild 
beasts : * Death to the Jesuits ! away with the Austrian !' 
After the departure of the King in December, these 
demonstrations never ceased. Day and night the storm 
of curses roared on every side of us, always terminating 
with * Death to the Jesuits !' It would make too long a 
story to relate our agony, the nights of terror, and days 

• Father Lucien Guibert, after suffering many misfortunes in Italy, 
travelled to America j thence he returned to Flanders, to the residence 
of the Count d'Outremont, with whom he went last year to Rome and 
Naples, and is now in a College in France. 
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spent in trembling, for more than three months, during 
which time we were confined to the house and compelled 
to say mass in church with closed doors, for they no 
longer respected even God's holy temple. One of our 
lay brothers being compelled to go out on business, was 
assailed in the streets by ferocious men, paid and insti- 
gated by the association, and was so cruelly maltreated 
that had he not been dragged from among them by some 
compassionate souls, he would have been murdered 
on the spot." Aser stood in silence with the perspira- 
tion running down his face. The Superior continued : 
" To crown these dreadful occurrences they finally scaled 
the walls, battered in the doors, and climbed upon the 
window-stones. God, in his goodness, saved us by means 
of the passage which communicated from the church to 
the palace of the governor; but on arriving there in 
safety we were deprived of our manuscripts, consisting of 
sermons, philosophical lectures, and letters, which were 
all that we were able to bring with us. We were shut 
up in a room, and two hours after midnight, disguised in 
the cloaks and helmets of soldiers, and placed in the 
centre of a battalion of the troops, we were conducted 
into this dark room. For a day and a half we have been 
prevented from going on deck, even after dark, to breathe 
a little. fresh. air, although, as you perceive, the bad air 
of this place is suffocating.'* 

The old mariner wept at the sight of the pitiable state 
of these poor priests ; and turning to the father who had 
with such charity saved his family in the time of the 
cholera, he took his hand in silence, and kissed it with 
a sigh. Aser said to the Superior : " But among these 
fathers many must be citizens and natives of the king- 
dom ; why not allow them to return to their own houses V 
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" Such was our request, "replied the Superior, "butthey 
neither answer nor allow us to have recourse to the King, 
and from the threatening expressions of one of the oflS- 
cers, we have reason to expect even worse treatment/' 

Aser, out of patience, expressed in a tone of indigna- 
tion : " These unfeeling monsters are deserving of all your 
hatred/' 

" Nosir, of our pity."—" How! after they have treated 
you with such cruelty, you do not hate them, especially 
as they refuse you permission to disperse quietly to your 
homes, although they will not have you united ?" — "We 
neither hate them, nor do we wish evil to befall them, 
but we pray to God for them." 

Aser, moved by this noble and Christian forgiveness, 
bade them farewell, and carried away in his breast sen- 
timents which never before found admittance there. 

A few days after, orders were transmitted from the 
government to remove the unfortunate fathers from the 



a 



San Michele" to the steamer^^SaaJxiorgio, on board 
wmch they were^Transport ^Tto Sp ezia^ whence they 
w^e ^uuveyed hy kc ctfinlhemidst of renewed dangers 
and the grossest insults, to Carrara. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

OESTIUS. 



In the mean time, Babette of Interlaken, about the end 
of November, sailed, as we have before narrated, under 
the name of Baroness of Derberg, to the Island of Sicily. 
Her object, as has been seen, was to encompass the death 
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of the young Cestius, who, moved by the stings of con- 
science, had abandoned the secret societies to which, to 
his infinite diaprrafift^ hft hsi.f\ formftr1y.*a.Hdftd his name and 
co-6peration. On her arrival at Palermo, she took 
sumptuous apartments facing the sea, and having set on 
foot inquiries for Cestius, she discovered that he was 
shortly to return from Syracuse with the Prince's sons, 
of whom he was the tutor. While she thus waited for 
her victory, like a cat counterfeiting sleep while patiently 
watching for a mouse, she did not remain idle ; but with 
her whole energy she sought to promote the designs and 
intrigues of the societies, and frequented the assemblies 
of Young Sicily, to animate them to new and sudden 
changes. Sometimes openly, and sometimes in secret, 
she attended the frequent meetings of the most violent 
demagogues at the residence of Prince Scordia, and of 
old Ruggero Settimo, where she met every evening with 
one or other of the warmest imitators of Gian di Procida. 
These worthies were in ecstasies at the skilful secrecy 
with which the agitators of Switzerland and Germany 
conducted their affairs, and were infinitely obliged to the 
Baroness for her profitable teachings. 

On the return of Cestius to Palermo, Babette having 
recourse to her skill in counterfeiting writing, composed 
a cunning epistle to Cestius in the hand of a cousin whom 
he tenderly loved, at Lucerne. She sent him this note 
with an invitation to pay her a visit, as she had many 
things to tell him from Errichetta, the name of his cousin. 
Cestius was delighted, and the Baroness gave him a re- 
ception so warm-hearted that he was charmed with the 
noble lady ; he did not confine himself to this first visit, 
but from time to^time, when his duties in the prince's 
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family permitted it, he visited her in the most friendly 
manner, and sometimes accompanied her in her walks. 

In fine, the insidious deceiver plied her arts with such 
success that the time for eflFecting her object seemed 
arrived. As they were walking one evening in the neigh- 
borhood of Palermo in a thick grove of laurel, she led 
him by narrow paths to a place not much frequented, 
behind a little hill, where the overhanging branches form 
a deep shade, which becomes at twilight as dark as night. 
But as she was on the point of striking her long and 
piercing stiletto into his side, she was suddenly disturbed 
by the sharp bark of a grayhound, which bounded past 
with several others, chasing each other and gamboling 
through the windings of the grove. Babette fearing that 
the owners of the dogs were entering the same paths, 
feigned a desire to walk in a more frequented place, and 
led Cestius back to the city. 

This failure only spurred her to form new schemes to 
attain her end. One day when they were alone together, 
putting on a grave and pensive air — " Do you know," 
said she, " my dear Ernest*' (Cestius was only his name 
in the society), " that last year as I was on a visit with 
several other German ladies at that sanctuary of yours, 
called the Hermitage, I experienced at the sight of that 
Madonna, so strange an emotion that I can since find 
no peace. I seek constantly to stifle this feeling, but 
the idea of abandoning Lutheranism and embracing your 
' religion pursues me incessantly. You are a good Catholic, 
can you not point out some means by which I may re- 
ceive light on this subject ?'* 

Cestius, who had sincerely repented of his fault and 
now led a conscientious life, heard this with unfeigned 
pleasure, and proposed that she should consult a learned 



THB JEW OF VERONA. 169 

and pious priest, who would point out her errors and ex- 
plain witlLiUalaa£tne8S_JtaJ^^^ doctrine. Babette 
constoted, saying : " I shall be infinitely obliged, and in 
the mean time I pray that to-morrow evening you will 
meet me at the Basilica of Monreale, where amid the 
tombs of the kings we may argue some of these points 
without fear of interruption, as may happen here in the 
house.** Cestius replied, that it would be a pleasure, 
and that he would come for her. ^' No, no," returned 
Babette ; " go there alone. I will not be long in joining 
you. Pray don't be late. By the by, you might as 
well send away your carriage, and we will return to Pa- 
lermo together in mine." 

On the following day, about sunset, Cestius was at the 
great church of Monreale, and after admiring that stu- 
pendous monument of the munificence of the Norman 
kings, who founded the monarchy of Sicily, he walked 
on alone towards the sepulchres. The days of winter are 
short and cloudy ; towards evening, immediately before 
dark, gothic architecture always assumes a majestic 
gloom, and the tombs of the kings at this particular hour, 
were almost in obscurity. Cestius finding himself thus 
solitary, knelt at the foot of a pillar, and in that sad and 
solemn silence besought God to have mercy upon him, 
that he would pardon the sins of his youth, and above 
all, that he would mercifully forgive his denial of his 
faith by the infernal oaths of the s ecre t abominations of 
Eluminism. 

Hti waS 'USsorbed in these thoughts, with tears of re- 
pentance standing in his eyes, when he was distracted by 
a light sound of footsteps, and raising them he saw the 
Baroness advancing towards him. She wore a brown 
mantle, and her hands were concealed in a large fur 
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muff; and having joined him she thanked him for his 
punctuality, drew her hand from her muff and shook him 
by the hand. " Let us/' said she, "take a seat behind 
this monument of Guglielmo il Malo and commence our 
discussion.*' They turned round the monument, and the 
Baroness, before sitting down, stood facing it, as if to ex- 
amine it, then lowering her eyes to its base she turned 
and said to Cestius : " Did you ever read the inscription 
of this great king ? Let us see, if you please, what it 
says." Cestius bent down, for it was growing dark, and 
fixed his eyes upon the marble to decipher the epitaph. 
Then Babette drew her dagger from her muff, and drove 
the point into the middle of his neck ; in a moment she 
withdrew the steel and again plunged it through his side 
into his heart. 

The accursed woman then drew out the dagger, coolly 
wiped the blade on the skirt of Cestius's coat, and re- 
turned it to its sheath ; she then left the Basilica unob- 
served, entered her carriage, and, without the possibility 
of a*suspicion, was driven as usual with a countenance 
full of seeming joy to the soiree of Prince Ruggero Set- 
timo. There were assembled conspirators, who in a few 
days were to commence an open rebellion and excite the 
whole island to effect its freedom. 

In those first days of rage and blood, Babette, in male 
attire, was all activity in blocking up the streets with 
barricades, from behind which, armed with an English 
rifle, she shot down the soldiers who showed themselves 
in front. At the storming of the Caserma Beale, she 
was one of the first to bound like a panther into the bar- 
racks, throwing herself upon the officers and«laughtering 
them without mercy. As the time was now approach- 
ing for the outbreaks in Vienna, where she had certain 
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appointments witk the conspirators which recalled her 
into Germany, she determined upon leaving Sicily, and 
as all communication by sea was stopped on the other 
side, she embarked in an English ship, in which she ar- 
rived at Malta and thence sailed to Naples. 

On arriving at the port, she landed on the new mole, 
and inquired for one of the best hotels, that face the 
beautiful river of Ohiaia. In the direction of the Cas- 
tello, she observed a confused throng of people, question- 
ing one another, some pressing forward to see, while 
others moved away as if confounded with the sight ; on 
the terraces, the balconies, and railings, were crowds of 
curious spectators, each stretching to see over the heads 
of those before. Babette, looking out of the window of 
her carriage, asked what was the cause of the tumult. 

P^^ w^° ftU fi w^rfld, thftt thi^ Nntinna^l Gi m rd h»^ ^^^— ' 
pe' fied the Jftmiits^ apfl wgta fJhftTi Aflfinrtfrig thf°^ to Cas- 
telJiOyHflrheie thyj were to be embarked on board a vessel, 
and from that moment trust themselves to the mercy of 
God. Babette could not restrain herself; she leaped to 
the ground, elbowed her way through the crowd, and 
reached the Fountain of Medina. There she leaned her 
back against the iron railings, and waited until the car- 
riages passed; already they were visible at the Church 
of San Giuseppe, and as they moved towards the foun- 
tain, she counted no less than thirty carriages. 

They were' the proscribed priests, four in each car- 
riage, pale and emaciated, yet with serene countenances ; 
the National Guard and the auxiliaries, kept guard over 
them from the Mercatello, where the' assault was made 
upon the College, through Toledo and Montoliveto to 
Castelnuovo. . The Neapolitans, who crowded to this 
kind of public funeral, looked on in sadness and silence ; 
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they Were struck with amazement at such an outrage. 
"Ah the monsters!" said those who stood round Ba- 
bette ; " the impious wretches ! for a day and night 
they placed sentinels over them at the doors of their 
rooms, and pursued those who endeavored to escape from 
the windows ; they dragged the sick from their beds ; 
they have proscribed our fellow-citizens, these poor 
priests whom they have robbed of everything, preventing 
them from taking with them a single change of linen, or 
ilothes to protect them from the cold !" "What linen 
(and clothes are you talking about?" said another. "Did 
not these most noble guards steal it all from them ? I saw 
them this very morning selling napkins, for three grani 
apiece, in this same piazza, and to that old clothierman 
there."* "They are not Neapolitans," said a third. 
No, no ! they come from some horrid den or other ; 
ut thank God they shall smart for it. 3Etfi4liQfiLE222j§> 
t o whom weowe^ao much^!" But when they saw Father 

-pelloni, the^old missionary, and the father of the peo- 
ple, at a distance, there arose among them a tumultuous 
agitation and confused sighs; they stretched out their 
hands to him, poured a thousand blessings on his head, 
and with groans and weeping, broke forth in heart-rend- 
ibg lamentations. 

Babette's was not a heart that could be moved by 

* In the Piazza of the Medina Fountain, at Naples, there are old-iron 

Ha pies 



I stores and rag-shops, where many of the National Gu ard of, 
/ 8ol€kkijghen utensils, shirts, towels, napkins, bed-linen, and tablecloths, 
stolen from the College, and the residence of the Jesuits. They plun- 
dered them of everything ; and the good Neapolitans wept while these 
tilings were done in their name. What a National Guard I No Laz- 
zarone of Naples would have stolen from the religious : this was a 
glory reserved for those alone who called themselves real Italians of 
the right stamp. 
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trifles: but she was highly indignant at a spectacle, 
which rendered the societies hateful in the eyes of peace- 
able citizens. She disengaged herself from the crowd 
and made her way to her hotel, and from her window 
saw the steamer Flavio Gioia leave the dock of Oastel- 
nuovo, with its deck covered with Jesuits. The sky was 
obscure, dark, and threatening, clouds were accumulating 
over the sea, and finally descended in a storm of hail, 
which being unusual on the eleventh of March, seemed 
a sign of the displeasure of Heaven. Two large boats, 
filled with the scum of the rabble, followed the steamer, 
singing in derision i\ie Miserere ; but the vessel, standing 
out to sea, steered towards Cape Posilippo, and disap- 
peared. It finally entered the port of Baia, where the 
unfortunate priests enjoyed a secure lodging, near the 
old and lonely castle, whence in*a few days they sailed 
to Malta. 

The condition of Naples at this time, was rendered 
critical, both by internal conspiracy and by foreign sus- 
picion : bad humors in the body politic had almost come 
to a head, and were fermenting to such a degree, that 
mortification must soon ensue ; yet the majority of the 
.people, and the chief body of the army were uncontami- 
nated, and the heart of the king sound and vigorous. 
With so much vigor and life still remaining unimpaired, 
aflfairs had not arrived at a point of desperation : and if 
the pass was not Tfithout danger to the royalists, it pre- 
sented to the liberals shallows and rocks, storms and 
rapids, which threatened them with destruction. Ba- 
bette, in the midst of the tumults of faction, thought 
herself on safe ground at Naples, and considered precau- 
tions useless, for where the Jesuits had been so uncere- 

15* 
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moniously expelled, there was full security of the triumph 
of liberty. 

But on the following day an old Tenente of the Swiss 
Guard said to his comrade: "Fronz, would you believe, 
that yesterday I saw a strange lady who is the very pic- 
ture of Babette, of Interlaken ? She was walking alone 
towards Sant' Elmo to enjoy the interesting views pre- 
sented by Naples, Vesuvius, and the Gulf, as I was 
coming down from my post on guard at the rails of the 
Certosa. I looked at her steadily, for she seemed in a 
brown study, as she looked up to the summit of the 
mountain. It was herself; I can-*t be mistaken^*' 

"Ah ! what's that you say, Oswald? Do you know 
that I too believe you*re right ; for yesterday, on the 
Piazza Reale, I saw, amusing himself with looking at 
the portico of St. Francis of Paul, the notorious Mathis, 
who, without doubt, accompanies her as her valet?" 
"What, Mathis?" asked Oswald. " That waiter at the 
Hotel of the Bear^ at Berne ; that knave of the ready 
stiletto, and the never-failing carbine; the scoundrel, 
who threw himself, body and soul, among the Free Corps, 
and perpetrated so many villanies in the smaller Can- 
tons. You must know!" "Why to be sure." "But 
that imp of a woman, has she come all this way ! And 
what for ?" " What for !" repeated Oswald. " No doubt 
on the track of some poor fellow, on whom she has to 
inflict the vengeance of the society. It can be for no- 
fljiT^g ft]fjift - find preserve ii5^ frnm thnt dnggrr ' I should 
not wonder if some of our comrades be found some day 
with their throats cut ; she has before now performed 
the operation on many others. I know, from a secret 
source, that the ambassadors of several courts notified 
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their govemments of the valor of this precious little 
girl." 

The day after the above conversation between the two 
(^cers, at one o'clock in the afternoon, a carriage stop- 
ped on the Piazza della Yittoria ; two gentlemen got out, 
and then walked about in front of the railings of the 
public gardens : at half past one they entered the office 
of the hotel and asked if the Baroness of Derberg had 
dined. " Yes/' answered the waiter, "some time since, 
and her servant is just gone out to call at the post." 
They ordered themselves to be announced, one as the 
Count 4L4cBtfiULM^ the other as Baron Gnitz. They 
found her reading the Gazette of Ailtgwrta. " Signora,*' 
said the leader, "you are in the hands of justice." 
"How!" "Silence, Madam]" "But you have mis- 
taken me for some other!" "Silence!" "It's an 
abomination!" "Silence, or" .... "But let me at 
least take a shawl, a pelisse." "You shall have every- 
thing in less than an hour." One of them took her 
gently by the arm, the other placed on her head her 
bonnet, which lay upon the bed ; they locked the door 
as they went out, and entered the carriage. In the 
street were three other commissaries, one of whom ac- 
companied the chief, while his companion returned to 
the room to collect the papers, examine the trunks, and 
search the baggage : the two others waited for Mathis, 
who was not long in coming. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

THE HARP. 

In Rome, Alisa, during the long absence of Aser, kept 
such strict guard over her heart, that her friends and 
acquaintances never once heard her pronounce his name; 
and when he was mentioned in conversation, her counte- 
nance remained so undisturbed, and her behavior was 
so natural and unmoved, that even the venomous tooth 
of envy could make no impression. This led most of 
the young ladies to suppose that either she no longer 
loved him, or that she had never fixed her aflFections 
upon him ; yet he was continually in her thoughts ; and ^ 
the reports which were abroad of his connexion with the 
conspirators of Europe, gave her the deepest anxiety, 
forshe jgifihedjo b ehold in him a young man of upri ght- 
ness and vi rtue. On this subject she unceasmgly sent 
up her prayers to God. 

Polissena in the mean time redoubled her snares ; she 
practised every trick to corrupt her soul, introducing 
the poison of h^l* Itopi^tgLonto ovcry discourse ; but as 
the impious woman dared not show herself an open 
enemy to virtue and religion, but concealed her venom 
under virtuous phrases, the pure mind of Alisa, received 
only their sounds, while it rejected their evil meaning ; 
she preserved unbroken in her heart the good dispositions, 
which had been engraven there by the religious educci- 
tion of her childhood. Although books of the most 
dissolute character were placed in her hands, they made 
no impression upon her mind, which could find no plea- 
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sure in error, and the more it was disguised under the 
warm colors of a depraved imagination, the more she 
loathed and abhorred it. 

One day in the beginning o^ *^^ft Mftrr*li nf *df<^ she 
was alone a^Jirdinner, in her study ; Polissena had gone 
out with a Hungarian Princess, who requested her com- 
pany to the house of Count Mamiani on certain secret 
business. Bartolo was reading, reclined upon a sofa in 
the next room. Alisa was in a sorrowful mood ; her 
mind was sad, but her heart on all occasions, when left 
alone, recalled those good sentiments which remain 
silent amid the tumult of the passions. She raised her 

)eyes ; there hung suspended over her desk a. painting of 
the Virgin Addohrata, which seemed to look down upon 
her, with tearful yet benignant eyes, but with a maternal 
affection. 

She took her harp, and seating herself in front of this 
image of Mary, with her eyes upraised towards it, she 
struck the chords and commenced one of the most tender 
passages of the Miserere of Haydn, accompanying it 
with her voice. At the first sound of those notes, Alisa, 
with a sort of inspiration, swept the fingers of her right 
hand over the treble chords, while her left ran rapidly 
over the bass : and such was the power of this succes- 
sion of celestial melodies — so soft, so gentle, and so sad 
was the voice of that chant, that Bartolo dropped the 
book from his hand, and remained absorbed in attention. 

That small hand, those fair fingers, so beautifully 
tapered, flew with rapid but graceful ease, and equal 
measure. Alisa's voice was soft, capacious, and sonorous, 
modulating every tone with a delicacy and passion which 
so deeply moved the heart, that the piety of these di- 
vine verses flowed with redoubled tenderness and sadness 
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from her lips. While Bartolo was listening with ecstacy 
to the singing of his daughter, her voice and harp 
broke oflF suddenly, he knew not why. Hastily opening 
the door, he beheld her with her hands still stretched 
over the chords, as at the moment when she stopped, her 

flips were half opened, and her eyes fixed motionless 
upon the Madonna, her countenance inflamed with love, 
while the tears flowed gently down her face. 

Bartolo stood in suspense at this sight ; he remained 
contemplating that angelic countenance, and dared not 
.for a moment disturb her with questions? But ad-. 
vancing at length, he asked her, smilingly, " What has 
happened, my love V Alisa> recovering her usual calm, 
and casting down her eyes, turned to her father : " Ah, 
dear father, what are all these occurrences that are 
daily passing in Bome ? I am more ashamed than I can 
. express of the very name of Roman." 

" Why, what is there new in Bome ?'* asked Bartolo ; 
" and what are you ashamed of?** 

" Do yw-JiQi^ Ijftflr/* rfttnrnftd ^h^ (j^jf^lnitw^ « that 
mob, of m admen an the Corso singing the Miserere and 
fifhimiiSgJ Death to the Jesuits i^ And not one noble and 
loyal voice is raised in ddf^IiCe of those priests ; not one 
generous breast interposes to defend them. Shame ! 
In the company in which we pass our evenings, we hear 
nothing but scoffs, contumely, and sarcasm, from persons 
who ought to speak of them with the respect due to the 
instructors and benefactors of their sons. Mimo and 
Lando, our own cousins, were once dear and affectionate, 
but how, with other graceless ldl6Jrs, go, if^Beems, to 
tbe \fu.l^ oi the Ij^u. and with memorandum-book in 
hand, they stand gazing at every young lady that enters 
there to confession : they write down their names, at 
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the same time making contemptuous and mocking faces. 
What wonderful bravery ! The other evening, at the 
barracks of the Civic Guard, the youilg men pledged 
each other by an oath, never to marry any young lady 
who would go to confession to a Jesuit. -The girls would 
have more reason to swear that they would never marry 
any of them. >> Whftt h n n Mm T ii i^ i ii l w i i rr d o ns that, 
t hey shou ld bo ho mlHUaed ?'* 

" What would you have, my daughter?** replied Bar- 
tolo. " The Jesuits have rendered themselves obnoxious 
for the following reasons : they have no love for Italy ; 
they are bound to Austria ; they encourage ignorance ; 
they dissuade mothers from enrolling their sons in the 
battalions of the Speranza ; they would have Rome re- 
turn to the times of Pius VI.; they oppose the con- 
struction of railroads. You see clearly that the people 
despise them as p^micions \o the preaent state of civili- 
zation." ^' ■ - — -^ 
"'"^TAlas, my dear father ! and do you also league your- 
self wiUi those pet)ple ? You spoke in a very different 
tone a year or two ago, when you praised my piety and 
the progress that I had made. But whatever may be 
the case, I persist that the Romans debase and disgrace 
themselves in the eyes not only of every Christian, but 
of every civilized nation, by treating their priests with 
such contumely, and a cruelty that would be shocking 
even towards animals.'" 

A few days after this sensible reasoning of Alisa, Aser 
returned to Rome from his tour through Germany, with 
commissions for Young Italy. In a secret coxmcil held 
with the Prince Canino, Sterbini, Galletti, Mamiani, and 
many others, after he had communicated the advices 
and laid before them the various plans to be adopted in 
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conducting the affairs of Italy and Rome, and particu- 
larly for the war in Lombardy, he continued in a tone 
of displeasure : " If we proceed as we have begun, we 
shall ruin our cause. Send the Jesuits to the devil, if 
you will, for such is the order of the Supreme Council 
of the Sacred Alliance ; but let it be done with some 
discretion. After the unecjuailecl eltbrts which we have 
ffiad^^to-^woA out the restoration of Italy, and the suc- 
cess which has attended them in endearing ourselves 
and our cause to the nations which we are to regenerate, 
there are a number of madmen who are drawing upon us 
the hatred of the world by their imprudence. Instead 
of removing these enemies of liberty from our path with 
an appearance of noble disdain, they descend to atro- 
cious insults and cruelty, and hunt them out from every 
retreat like so many wolves or bears ; these means will 
stamp our cause with impiety and cruelty. In Sardinia 
they threw shells into the vaults of a college of young 
men, risking their lives amidst the ruins, and thereby 
calling down the mortal enmity of their parents ; they 
burnt books above price ; threw down museums of na- 
tural philosophy; robbed the churches of the sacred 
vessels, and stoned the Jesuits wherever they met them. 
What madness is this ? Are we thus to give a handle 
against ourselves, to the retrograders ? To confirm them 
in the opinion that liberty and impiety are synonymous ? 
When did the words constitution and republic signify 
persecution of the Church and of the priesthood ? The 
cause of Italy would be betrayed in the moment of vic- 
tory. Look well to it — above all in Rome ; fall not on 
so fatal an error ; strike terror into the Jesuits with out- 
cries ; the Pope, in mercy to them and to save them 
from the threatened peril, will say to them : * My sons, 
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withdraw before the storm bursts/ and to us will be 
awarded the praise of moderation/' 

" Bravo, Aser !" exclaimed Sterbini, looking at him 
over his spectacles ; " bravo ! so you have turned Jesuit ?*' 
"Exactly," retorted Aser; "precisely as you got your- 
self rebaptized a Christian/' 



CHAPTER XV. 

TO THE MOUNTAIN — TO THE SHORE. 

They wtto ascend from Pozzuoli to the Solfatara, and 
feel the earth quaking beneath their feet, and hear the 
profound roar of the unfathomable depths of the subter- 
raneous whirlpools, and breathe with a feeling of suffo- 
cation the sulphureous atmosphere, which issues from 
those crevices, exclaim involuntarily: "Ah! the ground 
fails from beneath us ; alas ! we sink into the abyss !'* 
Deep and bottomless gulfs, sudden flashings, whirlwinds, j 
fire, lightning, and pitchy darkness, lie on every side. 

As they proceed on that fearful path, they are amazed 
at the sight of the Bog's Oave. If dogs enter a short 
distance into this cave their hair stands on an end ; they 
struggle, roll their eyes, howl, and gasp, and death would 
immediately ensue unless their compassionate masters 
withdrew them frOm the deadly mephitic vapor which 
suffocates them. 

At Baia, in the entrances of the Furnaces of Nero, 
they find a man begrimed with smoke, who, with torch 
in hand, leads them through a narrow subterraneous ex-' 
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cavation in the mountain ; but from its infernal depths 
rushes forth a torrent of heated air, which takes away 
their breath ; the darkness terrifies, the roaring confuses 
them ; the boiling vapor scalds their faces ; they are 
bathed in perspiration, and at length they rush back to 
the entrance gasping, and ready to sink with terror. 

Thence they turn to the Lake of Avemus. The pro- 
found solitude and deathlike silence which reign round 
those waters recall the memory of the gloomy shades 
which crowded upon its shores, or wandered upon the 
banks of Cocytus and Phlegethon, which discharged into 
it their floods of fire. The Furies seem still to hover 
among the gloomy vapors which overhang it. Among 
the ruins of the Temple of Pluto, they seem to hear the 
barking of Cerberus, and the hissing of the dragons ; 
and the shades of Minos and Bhadamanthus seem to re- 
appear. They then turn to the left, through the dense 
forest, and there yawns the black mouth of the infernal 
regions, the cave of the Sibyl, the living sepulchre of the 
Cimmerii. 

This profound cavern descends by innumerable sub- 
terraneous passages, leading into mysterious labyrinths, 
which wind and intersect, divide and reunite in open 
vaults ; whence others again dive downwards, and are 
lost in the imfathomable abyss of the infernal abodes. 

Issuing from these caverns to the open air and cross- 
ing the Plains of Pozzuoli, the traveller arrives at the 
Cavern of Posilippo, which passes through the centre 
of the mountain and leads to the beautiful strand of 
Chiaia. On reaching it about sunset, or shortly before 
dusk, he finds at the entrance of this high and long cave 
a multitude of people, of horses and carriages, entering 
it on their way to the city ; or issuing from it as they 
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proceed to Pozzuoli. When he has advanced a few 
yards into the interior he hears an indistinct hum, and 
soon the vaults echo with deep rumblings ; he perceives a 
moving stream of creatures meeting from different direc- 
tions, amidst darkness which seems to have become 
solid before him. The tramp of footmen, the rumbling 
of carriages, the flocks of goats, the rattling of the bells 
worn by the cattle, and the cracking of whips, make 
altogether a noise which is really dreadful. When the 
light of day fails to penetrate, the glimmering of the 
lanterns is so dimmed by the dense clouds of dust, that 
at a distance of a few yards objects are imperceptible^ 
With his brains already stupified by the sulphur of tl 
Solfa tara, the ste a jn from thf i hnt bathrr ttf Nero, ani 
the Inysterious oDscurity of the Cimmerian caverns, hA 
hears on all sides, in the midst of the darkness, cries of J 
" Alia marina r ^^Alla montagna r — " To the shore !"\ 
"To the mountain!*' which is answered by, "To the' 
mountain V " To the shore !" Again he hears, " Stand 
there ! Oh God ! To the mountain, I say V " To the 
shore !" Meanwhile there is a tumult, a medley, a dis-v 
order, a confusion, a commingling of voices, and a reeling 
of the brain and of the feelings, which is altogether inde- 
scribable. Yet in the midst of all this, the traveller 
does not perceive that his carriage ever slackens its 
pace; that it strikes against objects in front, or clashes 
with the vehicles at the side. As the driver cries, '^Alla 
montagna r with the invariable answer of, ''Alia ma- 
rina !'* he lashes his horses and cracks his whip as he 
drives at full speed towards the mouth of the grotto ; 
and the passenger, refreshed by the pure air, as he dis- 
covers the light of heaven in the distance rejoices in his 
heart that he has made his escape, as if by enchantment, 
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from that tempestuous darkness which had filled him 
with such misgivings. 

As soon as he has convinced himself that he is again 
in safety, he asks the coachman the meaning of those 
shouts of " Alia marina /" " Alia montagna.'' " It is 
only a signal,** says the mail quietly, "for each one to 
keep to his own side, without confusing or running over 
any of the foot-passengers, or crushing them between 
the wheels and the sides of the cavern." Those cries 
were enough for the Neapolitans in the midst of the 
darkness and the roaring noise ; the coachmen drive on 
fearlessly without slacking their speed, while the people 
on foot hurry along with their baskets, or even pails full 
of water, or other liquid, on their heads, leading their 
children by the hand, or driving their little flocks, and 
many of them, in spite of the confusion, move on sing- 
ing with as little concern as if they were in the open 
country. 

(I In the turmoil of human vicissitudes, the man of a 
contracted mind and of weak judgment, is so stunned 
and confused by the darkness and disorder, that he 
neither sees nor hears ; he is confounded, he loses confi- 
denc e^ and despairs of the result ; while divine Provi- 
dence, like the dexterous driver, leads events with calm 
and sei' ^e foiesighfc, Ihmugh the th ousand intricacies 
and apparent confusion, to the most happy results. 
If ever there was an essay made of the soundness of 
human hearts in the .fiery crucible, which purifies and 
separates the fine gold from that which is false, it cer- 
tainly was in the great and sudden revolts of 1848, 
which involved the whole of Europe in a ruinous turmoil. 
The news of one outbreak was scarcely heard when that 
of another was announced : this was followed by another in 
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quick succession. The public mind had not recovered from 
its first amazement, when another, still more unexpected 
and more disastrous, overwhelmed it with fear and horror. 
Conspiracies, seditions, revolts among the populace, the 
overthrowing of thrones, the flight of kings, the burning 
of palaces, assaults upon fortresses, subversions of mo- 
narchies, battles, rage, fury, slaughter of armies and of 
the inhabitants of cities, all things were involving the 
West in such ruin and confusion of orders and institu- 
tions, that the world seemed to be returning to its pri- 
meval state of chaos. 

Aga idst t hi s universal disorder the vigilant eye of Pi- 
vinfu ^isf jloTn^ witf i clearness and foresight, yiidftd thft 

course of events, which, in the eyes of mortalp i, nrrmfid 

so unutterably confused, to those sublime results — ^which 
results, though attained through channels separate and 
distinct, combined in promoting the triumph of His 
glory, the purifying of the elect, the honor of his Church, 
and the discomfiture of impiety. 

One morning in February, in the year 1848, a private 
conference on Archaiology was held in the hall of the 
Prussian Legation, at which a small knot of learned 
men had assembled. After they had listened to an eru- 
dite dissertation upon a newly discovered consular stone, 
which threw some light upon a controverted point of 
Botnan history, they entered into a conversation upon 
the news of the day. Among other personages present, 
were a Frenchman, a German, Bartolo, and Professor 
Orioli. "This Louis Philippe pf yours,*' said a Prus- 
sian to the Frenchm|» 3 " unlcaa I a,m much mis taken, 
'^^'ll fK)ftTl hfr (^ft"g>^^ 1T1 f^ ]^Af. which he has for thelast 
eight een years been weaving w ith his own hands , and 
they who a»e entangling him in it are the very men for 
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whom he had constracted it ; he thought he had them 
80 thoroughly ensnared in it that they could never shake 
oflF their bonds or move a step." 

The Frenchman, raising his head, shook it like one 
who refuses assent. " To what nets do you allude ? 
Louis Philippe is a veteran at bird-catching. I don't 
see how his game can well escape him; he holds the 
net-cords well arranged in his hand, and he can attract 
and ensnare any one that he wishes." 

" Let us drop the metaphor, if you please," replied 
the Prussian, " and I'll tell you in two words what I 
mean. Louis Philippe, after the days of 1830, in order 
to rid France of its troublesome characters, and to con- 
solidate his own power, sent them to excite the people 
to revolutionary ideas in P(^]p.nf1^ 'Rfllgi'mpj Italy, and 
R^jitrrgjlfl^dxt^ iTifi*/w^i^/»n unbridled license, among those 
nationiTto overthrow the most valuable and cherished 
institutions, to reduce them to the necessity of perjuring 
themselves, to violate their engagements, to pollute 
their hands with the blood of their fellow-citizens ; to 
despise the supreme authorities, to break the bond of 
reciprocal respect among the people, to disturb the 
harmony and tranquillity which should exist among the 
various classes of which human society is composed. 
Everywhere, flames were kindled, yet without being ex- 
tinguished in Paris ; and while the conflagration raged 
elsewhere with irresistible fury, particularly in Switzer- 
land, the fire was secretly smouldering under every po- 
litical institution at home." 

"But that was the fire of patriotism," rejoined the 
Frenchman; "the fire of civil and military valor ; that 
noble fire which warmed every French heart to magna- 
nimous enterprise, to elevated social view#, to the re- 
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splendent glories of genius in every branch of art, 
science, commerce, and to public and private activity." 

" And yet," replied Bartolo, " I am of the opinion of 
Signor Federigo, that this fire will consume Louis Phi- 
lippe, for it maatJ^ r^mftrlr ^d fh^\ j^. ib n fim Trppt f llTfr 
and CTitfirtajn ed by every evil passion. What patriotism, 
what love of order can exist in a kingdom in which, for 
more than eighteen years, instruction h^ been taken 
out of the hands of the Church and of the virtuous, and 
youth educated in impiety and indecency?" 

" Therein we discover the envenomed and malignant 
ulcer," said the learned German, " which consumes every 
living community : there is to be found the incurable 
mortification, where science is not tempered by the re- 
vivifying fire of religion. In Germany also, the uni- 
versities are bringing up a godless youth, and conse- . 
quently a generation devoid of every intrinsic virtue 
that leads to good, and I foresee, approaching and inevi- 
table, the ruin of Germany. The example of Switzer- 
land has shaken it with such violence, that the shock 
will overthrow the most ancient and most stable founda- 
tions of Germanic institutions, consecrated, as they 
have been, by the valor and wisdom of so many brave 
.and great men of ancient times." 

" I regret to say it in the presence of Signor Fede- 
rigo," said Orioli, a liberal of enlightened views, " but 
Prussia itself is threatened with innovations and turmoils 
in AVftry qn jurter : it is a gitated by the most audacious 
^,^de«ti :yies, and invoived m the dlgllUi iistipiactiggp and 
oaths of the secret societies." 

"Well! well!" replied the Frenchman, "France is 
yet unscathed: with such life, vigor, and virtue as 
actuate it, the throne of Louis Philippe need fear 
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nothing : he is surrounded by men of great foresight, 
of powerful arm, of minds unmoyed bj the wQd be€ists 
of the Mountain ;* the administration is wisely carried 
out, the police active and well informed ; Paris is forti- 
fied like a citadel ; two thousand cannon are ready to 
vomit forth their torrents of fire ; he has an invincible 
army, which would not flinch before the combined forces 
of all Europe : can you for a moment suppose that he 
would yield to a few ragged rascals collected upon the 
Boulevards, at the Champs Elys^es, or on the Place du 
Carrousel ?*' 

"As you like it;" said Bartolo, "but the Debats, 
which looks deep and knows where the shoe pinches, 
gave us, a full month ago, certain dark hints." 

" What hints ? The Debats is sold to the Reds !" 

" Sold ! It appears to me that if it be sold, it 
takes small pains to conceal the transaction when it 
tells us in capital letters, * The Reform Banquets have 
torn away the veil, and to every one who is not pur- 
posely blind, or who is not interested in blinding others, 
it is evident that the opposition is not solely to the 
Guizot Cabinet, but to the entire majority of the con- 
servative party, and the government itself. The radi- 
cals scarcely think it necessary to dissemble in following 
Odillon Barrot ; they have left in the rear the Socialists, 
who are the corps of reserve of anarchy." 

"Pshaw! Louis Philippe laughs at this savage 
canailUy which he could scatter with a single breath 
from the windows of the Tuileries like mist before the 
wind." 

♦ The Communists were called the " Reds, or the party of the Moun- 
tain." They threatened to involve France in fire and ruin, worse even 
than in 1793. 
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At this point in the conrersation, the Secretary of 
Legation entered with several letters in his hand, and in 
deep thought; he turned to the distinguished circle and 
said : " Gentlemen, the Paris courier has at length ar- 
rived ; the motive of his several days' delay could not be 
guessed at, but it is now explained by the information 
sent by our ambassador." 

"Ah! what is this news?" was the general exclama- 
tion; and, drawing round the Secretary, they waited 
with agitated and anxious faces fen* his explanation. 

The Secretary, opening the letter slowly, spoke as it 
were to himself: — "Ah! what occurrences! What a 
downfall ! What a sudden explosion ! God only knows 
where the ruins will fall, and what destruction will ac- 
company their descent!" 

" Why, what has happened ?" 

*' It has happened that Louis Philippe is no longer a 
king, and France is involved in fire and destruction." 

"Is he dead?" 

^' Far better for him would it be ; he would then at 
least have ended his long reign like a man of courage, 
whereas, he has ended it in a broken-down cab ; and, 
while he had two hundred millions of francs in his cofiers, 
he has fled without a sou, and with nothing but the shirt 
which he wore." 

" But, the particulars, sir ! Pray, satisfy our impa- 
tience !" 

"It requires but a moment. The secret societies, led 
by Caussidi^re, Pornin, Ledru Bollin, Blanc JProud- 
hon, Albert, and their partisans, imder pretence of oust- 
ing the Guizot ministry, made an attack upon the 
Palais-Royal, and next upon the Tuileries. They put 
arms in the hands of all the scum of the populace of 
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Paris, barricaded the streets, and with processions of 
mobs in blouses, of abandoned women, of all the young 
Yagabonds and pickpockets from ten years upwards, they 
have overthrown the constitutional throne of Louis 
PhiUppe." 

" Surely, Sir Secretary," replied the Frenchman, in the 
greatest excitement, " this is some joke of yours, and 
you must be amusing yourself at our expense/' 

" It is neither a joke, nor am I amusing myself,*' re- 
turned the Secretary coldly ; " I tell you these things 
exactly as they occurred. The National Guard was in- 
duced, by the artifices of the factions, to join in their 
treason ; the army remained inactive, and was ordered 
to its various quarters; General Bugeaud was removed, 
Lamorici^re was deceived, and Odillon Barrot imposed 
on; the secret society of the Mountain mingling that 
terrible and cruel populace with the National Guard, on 
the 23d of February, directed them against the Palais- 
Royal. They destroyed the precious ornaments, tore 
down the tapestry, broke the immense mirrors, defaced 
the gilding and carving, rent and cut in pieces the paint- 
ings of the greatest masters, and threw the furniture 
from the windows, leaving the palace, that wonder of 
the world, like a place not merely given up to the pil- 
lage of bandits, but desolated by the ravages of fire.'' 

"And these same secret societies," exclaimed Bar- 
tolo, " had published in a hundred public papers, that 
the world is still barbarous and ignorant ; that they have 
taken upon themselves to civilize, to embellish, to polish 
it from head to foot ; to enlighten it with another sun and 
other stars. And they who appeared to doubt this, were 
retrograderSy blaeks, advocates of darkness^ who could be 
even content with this old sun and the feeble glimmering 
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of these old stars. We shall see, if the god Proudhon 
will be able to create ns another sun and other stars more 
brilliant ; we must suppose that he is preparing the way, 
by first annihilating all beauty, all order, and every good 
institution on the inhajbitable globe, and with them every 
source of happiness, both public and private." 

** On the 24th,'' continued the Secretary, " an army 
of sans culotteSy composed of women and young lads, 
forced its way into the royal palace, and M. de Girardin 
rushed breathless into the apartments of Louis Philippe, 
exclaiming: *Fly, sire, fly! They are already in the 
palace.' ' Who V ' The mob !' The King twice ex- 
claimed, as it were, to himself: ^ As with Charles X. ! As 
with Charles X. !' The Queen, Amalia, took his arm, and, 
without the power to take, of all his treasures, a single 
farthing, he was led, with tottering steps, to the gates of 
the garden which open upon the square. 

" The people seeing this group leave the palace, 
gathered together in knots. ' It is he ! Yes, Louis 
Philippe himself! Ah ! aye ! The old man ! and there 
is the Duchess of Nemours with the two children !' 
And the crowd pressed towards the gates. The Queen, 
who still had hold of the King's arm, pushed him into a 
mean cab, with a single horse, and entered after him 
herself. The driver lashed his horse, and forced it 
through the curious multitude, then hurrying through the 
streets of Paris, they finally reached the castle of Eu in 
safety. On his arrival there, the King had to beg from 
the Mayor a small sum of money, to enable him to con- 
tinue his flight, and pass over into England." 

Then followed a general discussion among these gen- 
tlemen: one made one reflection, another another; all 
were agreed upon the vanity of human greatoess, and the 
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weakness of governments not founded upon justice ; they 
made prognostications on the new fortunes of France and 
Europe, and the agitations in Germany, but particularly on 
the late revolts in Italy, which had given room for hoped 
and fears, founded on the motives entertained by the 
Italians, who were divided into a thousand different fac- 
tions and confederations. 

Sicily was in flames; Naples had thrown down the 
gauntlet of its constitution in the face of the princes of 
Italy, who, either from their own want of foresight, or, 
impelled by domestic factions, sent forth complaints 
against the King, who adhered unflinchingly to the old 
institutions, and detested all innovations. The gauntlet 
had been accepted by Tuscany, then by Piedmont, next 

ITby the Central States, and finally by the Pope. J ^erj 
one took the oath to a constitution, which, in the intention 
ort Ee* dema^ u ;j ues^as to l aad^e ji ' in c cs to iio m ain- 

tAnanfig^nt not thft fafit^ona tQ ite ohaftrggrmRfr- The 
torches and bonfires which illuminated the public re- 
joicings were scarcely extinguished^ before the constitu- 
tion was violated by the latter ; the liberty of the press 
degenerated into licentiousness, and inundated the land 
with a deluge of impiety, of imprecations, and of blas- 
phemy against every right, divine, natural, and human ; 
justice was upon their lips, while iniquity characterized 
every act ; the citizens were secure neither in property 
nor in person ; their homes were no longer inviolable, the 
public faith no longer sacred; peace and repose were 
banished, both at home and abroad ; liberty existed only 
for wickedness, while chains became the portion of vir- 
tue, the Church, and the priesthood. In Rome itself, 
the Sovereign Pontiff could no longer have recourse to 
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the aid of the cardinals and prelates, who are his natural 
ministers and coadjutors. 

This was the substance of the conversation of both 
Catholics and Protestants, in that company, in which 
each one spoke according to his own ju(^ment and the 
feelings of his heart. 

Bartolo, however, was still laboring under the hallu- 
fiin^tinp of big TTtnpm ofjjift Italian Confederation, and 
it s eeme d to him that the liberal constitutions wouldTpf o- 
mo te itmoSt efficieiillj L^ In his heart, it must deTre- 
peated, he wished the Pope to enjoy his full prerogatives, 
but he could not discover that the conspirators were 
cunningly devising means to despoil him of his princely 
power and character, and to reduce him, according to 
the caricature of Don Pirlone, to the character of a 
fisherman with his boat and a net, wherewith he might 
catch a few eels in the Tiber, like the old boatman Sor 
Camillo, down at the Lungara. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

DOK SILVANO. 

When Bartolo left the palace of Prussia, as he was 
descending from the Capitol he saw, at the bottom of 
the hill, a great crowd of people marching with flags in 
his direction ; and meeting with the advocate Muchielli, 
who was on his way to Tordispecchi, he asked him the 
meaning of the commotion below near the Ctesu. 

" What !'* said Muchielli, " don't you know that the 

voii. I. 17 
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old fox has fled precipitately from the throne of France ? 
The people, my dear Bartolo, are a mighty power ! 
These kings have the laws upon paper, but the people 
have them in their arms. Look at those people there 
below ! They are triumphing over the fall of Louis 
Philippe, and you see. that in passing before the Gesu, 
they have halted to launch a few accidenti at the reve- 
rend fathers. 

" You of the Circolo,'' said Bartoli, " diight to lead the 
people with moderation, whereas in these conjunctures 
you leave them to their own guidance ; you throw the 
bridle upon their necks and administer some heavy kicks 
into the bargain." 

Muchielliwentonhis way towards the Tarpeian Rock, 
and Bartolo towards the Gesu. When he reached the 
Fountain of the Piazza Capitolina he saw an old priest come 
out of San Venantio, directly towards him. " Well, Sig- 
ner Bartolo, we have here enough of shouting and 
howling ! This is a storm which is efiough to deafen us. 
What is all this shouting about?" "My dear Don Sil- 
vano, there is no occasion for alarm ; the Roman people 
are rejoicing at the fall of the King of the French, 
whom the Parisians have sent a begging !" 

« Louis Philippe !" " Yes." " I am truly sorry," re- 
plied the priest ; " he certainly was not a model of every 
excellence, but he served as a bulwark against anarchy 
and the robbery of communism, which threatens to in- 
undate and submerge the whole of Europe. And here, 
what you call the Roman people, are exulting and yelling 
with joy over this new social disaster. Roman people, 
indeed ! Look at them as they come towards the Capitol ; 
observe the countenances ofyour Roman people ! Ragged, 
filthy, disorderly reprobates, marked out for the galleys; 
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wretches, that for a dime or a glass of wine would re- 
nounce heaven. You, who are a real Roman, would you, 
Signer Bartolo, be willing to be numbered among those 
galley birds?'* 

" But they are the people." 

^' These are the dregs of the, populace, and not the 
people ; this sort of populace is, in Roine, more ferocicrtis 
and brutal than anything of the kind in any other city 
in Italy ; they are of the race of the ancient gladiators : 
lazy, drunken, arrogant, bloodthirsty, and for two cents 
would stab a Christian to the heart. This scum is the 
offspring of the rubbish of the Roman streets, and, dis- 
gusting as it is, and brought up among impurity, it be- 
comes the blind instrument of every wickedness. Con- 
sider for a moment whether the Roman people, the 
flower of fidelity and of ancient devotedness to the Pope, 
would ever have rejoiced at the defeat of the Sonderbund, 
that is, of the Catholics of Switzerland oppressed by the 
savage and brute force of the radicals. Such an idea 
could not even enter their dreams. The real Roman 
people weep over the cruel persecution of its beloved 
Swiss brethren ; it admires their constancy, exalts their 
courage, the sacrifice, the heroic dedication of them- 
selves, their property, their liberty, and their lives to 
the maintenance of the Catholic faith, and to the tri- 
imaph of the Church of Jesus Christ. / 

" The rejoicing manifested on that occasion is the di- 
abolical joy of the secret societies, which, by means of 
this m , Qn8ter Giceruacchio, have raised t his mob of drunk- 
ards, who are now howling before the Gesu ; hear what 
blasphemies they are vomiting forth ! I must get out of 
their way, for like Satan before the cross, they become 
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enraged at the very sight of a priest. Adieu, Bartolo; 
I am going down the Via Pedacchia." 

Bartolo had proceeded a little further towards the 
eross-«treets of the Polacchi, when, at the Accademia 
Tiberina he saw one of the leaders, with the gesticulations 
of a madman, endeavoring to excite the mob to shout 
"liong liye the BoUa of Ganganelli." They answered, 
"Long liye the Moglie of Ganganelli.** " No, no! Hur- 
rah for the Bull, I say ;" still they repeated, " Hurrah 
for the wife of Ghinganelli."* 

Bartolo could not help laughing, and turning to a 
gentleman who stood near him in silence, sadness, and 
[indignation, said to him: " Are not these thorough, brain- 
I less simpletons ? Long live the wife !'* 

" Tl^at-abo wg?'' replied the gentleman, " that they are 
paid to howl thus like wolv es, without being able to as- 
sign a reason. A few days ago 1 received word from 
Orvieto, that the conspirators of that good city, having 
bribed a few country fellows, led them to the College 
of the Jesuits to shout: *Long live Gioberti.' It so 
happened that there lived opposite the fathers a certain 
Signer Giberti, and the clowns saluted him with such 
stentorian lungs, *Long live the Signer Giberti !' that 
the good man was at length obliged to come out upon 
his porch, and thank them for their serenade, in order to 
be rid of them as soon as possible ! 

" In Sardinia, however, such matters took a less harm- 
less turn. The factions there also caused the populace 

• The word " Bolla" (Bull, or sealed decree) was mistaken on this 
occasion by the populace for the word " Moglie," (wife) which has, in 
their way of pronouncing it, nearly the same sound, and their leader 
was unable to make them understand the difference. Had not this 
laughable blunder been heard by a thousand ears, its truth might be 
called in question. 
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to shout *Long Kve Gioberti,' and when they were 
asked in what way this Gioberti deseired the gratitude 
of the island, the false wretches made the unfortunate / 
people believe, that Gioberti was a rich com merchant, 
who had heard of the scarcity which afflicted the whole i 
island, and desired to send from Genoa two large vessels! 
laden with grain for the sustenance of the population ;J 
but that the Jesuits, by a thousand arts, and from hatred 
to the people, had prohibited the landing of the provi- 
sion. No more was needed to raise a storm of fury 
among those people ; they assailed the Colleges, and woe 
tA thft pnoy fnfritivft Jftsin'ti^ had they fallen into their 
iands: they would not have escaped tfith'^IEeirTrves.'^ 



CHAPTER XVIL 

THE CAFFE OF BAGNOLI. 

" In fine, my dearest Aser," Meniei was saying, at the 
beginning of March, in the corner of the Cafffe of Bag- 
noli, where they had met to take some refreshments, 
" in fine, you are really an original genius ! You made a 
great mistake in coming into the world too late; you 
ought to have been a cotemporary of Tristan of Corn- 
wall, or King Arthur, or of Bovo of Antona." 

" Always a poet !'' said Aser, as he put his " kififel" into 
his coflFee. " On what score would you count me among 
the Knights of the Round Table, or the Paladins of 
France?'* 

" Because you are a roaring lion in the execution of 
17* 
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the plans of the Holy Alliance, for the liberty of Italy, 
' but in love, as gentle as a dove. Who ever saw a young 
man of your temperament fall so desperately in love with 
a yonng girl and not have the courage to ^eak to her, 
nor raise his eyes to her countenance ? Is not this way 
of acting fit for a Given Cortese, or a Launcelot of the 
Lake ? You love Alisa, and — - 

" Silence ! profane not that name," exclaimed Aser 
angrily. 

" Hem ! Yet I believe she is not averse to you ; and 
Polissena might — *' 

"Silence, fellow! when did I encourage you to the 
presumption of meddling with my private affairs, that 
you thus speak of my secrets V 

" I meant merely to say — ^but excuse me — ^Well ! at 
Milan matters are proceeding gaily with those miserable 
Austrians, who, unable to sell any more cigars to the 
young Italians, stroke their mustaches, and bite their 
Ups." 

"What cigars are you speaking of?'* 

"Don't you know? All the Lombards have sworn to 
smoke no more cigars, to dress no more in Austrian manu- 
factures, but in Italian velvets and silks, and thus they 
turn away a large revenue which flowed continually into 
the imperial treasury. They have imitated Napoleon in 
his British interdict, when he closed the ports of Europe 
against the English manufactures and commerce. Such 
is the firmness of these young men in this resolution that 
many who formed an indispensable habit of smoking, use 
oak leaves, bean stalks, or even paper. The Austrian 
officers smoke in their faces but in vain ; they puff the 
smoke into their eyes, yet they remain silent ; those now 
are true Italians.'' 
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^ I should prefer, howerer, to see those Napoleons 
who Tfon't smoke their pipes, showing the Croats a little 
smoke from their cannons, guns, and pistols : my dear 
fellow, that is the smoke of the true Italians, the other 
is the childishness of schoolboys, and college imperti- 
nence.*' 

" From other secret sources of information, we know 
that those cannons and carbines will soon be in opera- 
tion. Last night, by our telegraphs of couriers, who, 
as you know, overrun Italy by relays every ten miles. 
Prince Canino was informed that the Casati, the Greppi, 
the Guilini, the Porro are instigating a general revolt, 
to burst forth at the same moment in Lombardy. Charles 
Albert has secret communications in Milan ; he has also 
secret intelligence lately opened with Venice and the 
States of Central Italy.* Oh ! I assure you the whole of 
Italy is for innovations, and if the outbreak in Milan be 
successful, the Austrian will thenceforth see Lombardy 
and Venice upon the map, but he will never again set 
foot within them, henceforward for all eternity." 

" And from Verona have you had any news V* 

" Verona ! Verona Fidelis, as every one ki^ows : not- 
withstanding this, even Verona has its good and brave 
Italians ; but what can they do ? Every parish has its 
oratories, like so many nurseries of religion ; the boys 
and young men are in the hands of a legion of clergy- 
men, who teach them their catechism, and instil it into 
their minds, and fortify them in such a manner that at 
fifteen years they are perfect theologians. Sermons with- 
out end, confessions and communions everlastingly ! Go 
and wake those young Italians if you can ! Their siesta 

* See Audrezzi's Life of Charles Albert, Chapter II., page 175. 
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is scarcely ended after dinner, when behold they •are 
off to the Oratorio : and those unmannerly priests take 
them out to walk or divert themselves in the gardens of 
the suburbs, so that none of our emissaries can accost 
them to give them lessons in liberty, patriotism, or 
hatred for the foreigner ; hence our friends write to 
me from there, that Verona is a desperate case," 

" Nevertheless Verona is the key of all our opera- 
tions; what are Milan and Venice worth without Ve- 
rona ?" 

" We must leave that business to Charles Albert, for 
that city will never, of its own accord, rebel against the 
Austrians. Do you know what that old fellow. Pope 
Gregory, said one day to a young friend of mine when 
he was introduced to him?" 

" What did he say ?" 

" He asked him from what country he was ; and when 
he answered from Verona, ^Ah!' said the Pope in a 
JT-*^^^T1g t^r^^i 'y^" Vftrftn^sr will nrvrr maVe jrbHn ' 

" ' Why not. Holy Father ?' 

"'Because the air of Montebaldo keeps you in too 
good humor, and your minds are never gloomy or in- 
clined to disturbances and treasons.' 

"The gay young Veronese answered: 'Most Holy 
Father, I will write to my friends that this is hence- 
forth an article of faith, since it has been decreed 
ex ore aanctissimV The Pope laughed: but we are 
gnashing our teeth with rage at the sight of this city, 
which has become the sole point which enchains Italy, 
and which guards the Adige, so that not even the Tyrol 
can come to our succor." 

" Let us leave that to Charles Albert. During my 
tour through Germany, I made myself master of every 
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species of machination contrived by the Holy Alliance, 
and I tell you we shall blpw both Prussia and Austria 
into a thousand fragments. The unexpected revolts in 
France will shake Germany to the centre, the example 
of Italy will give it a final impulse, and at this moment, 
while we are conversing here quietly, the heart and 
nerves of more than one monarch are trembling in his 
bosom.'* 

" Do you believe that in Germany the plot has made 
sufficient progress, that its web is of sufficient strength 
and extent to enfold every ancient institution, and to 
work out new ones upon it ?" 

" You Romans think the world ends at Ponte Molle. ' 
Don't you know that Germany has already graduated, 
while you are only at the alphabet ? Weishaupt scattered 
the first seeds of social reform ; he foresaw everything, 
calculated everything, weighed everything. That great/" 
man could tell you, watch in hand ; * In seventy years! ^ 
the fruit of Illuminism will have attained maturity. Ini 
thirty yeailj 11 will have spitad diumay t i h? n ughmit b. all I 
this decrepit Europe; it will permit not a single king to i 
say, "To-morrow I shall be king," nor a single nation to 
say, " To-morrow I shall have my laws and my religion ;" 
nor a single citizen, " To-morrow I shall be able to say, 
this house is mine, this sum of money is mine, these es- 
tates ig:e my property." Now we have reached the goal ; 
for seventy years the work of the secret societies has 
been incessant, ever increasing in activity, vigor, craft, 
subtlety, and audacity. Now they are impatient : be- 
fore the eyes of great politicians, writers, and econo- 
mists they are tearing asunder, one by one, every link 
of the ancient institutions; it is undermining and 
crumbling the most massy foundations of every social 
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edifice. Illuminism has issued from its hiding-place, 
it walks boldly over the heads of nations, it openly pub- 
lishes its views, sounds the trumpet as conqueror 
in the great struggle, and proclaims * New men, new 
laws, new orders, — ^let Christians become pagans — ^let 
kings be the slaves of their subjects, masters of their 
servants, the nobles of the plebeians, the rich of the 
poor. 

" But this is precisely the new proclamation of Gui- 
seppe Mazzini." 

" Mazzini, my good friend, announces nothing new. 
He has nothing more than the merit of candor in pub- 
lishing to the world that. which was whispered in his 
ear ; all the rest is word for word extracted from Weis- 
haupt's secret code of Illuminism. Mazzini reproduces 
one after the other, various articles, clothing them, how- 
ever, in that nervous, keen, fiery style of his, with 
which he arouses, spurs, animates, and influences the 
hearts of young Italy. The articles of the code of Weis- 
haupt arejoitt^m, it lutfue, without a tiXJie ol the 

lergy which the pen of Mazzini has lent them, but I 
repeat, that when he raises his voice so high, he is but 
the speaking trumpet sounded from a distance by the 
breath of the admiral." 

" Tell me, Aser, how it is that in Germany they pro- 
ceed with such intelligence, divided as they are into 
innumerable small states by their natural character and 
interests ? I should rather have expected confusion 
and bungling.'* 

"Do you suppose that the Germans are as simple 
as your heroic sons of Italy, who are incessantly revil- 
ing and supplanting one another, not only from different 
states and provinces, but 
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* ThoM whom the seU^snie wall and moat forround,* 

** Very true." " Take tip for a moment the Gazette 
of Augsburgh or Frankfort, and you will see in those 
states one spirit and one mind. Look here ! ^ Ham- 
burgh, March 4th — ^A great conference was held ; three 
orators, Wurm, Heckscher, and Witt harangued the 
people in favor of reform, liberty of the press, publicity 
of the preventives, and were saluted with cries of " Re- 
form for ever ! Hurrah for the Republic' '* 

" ' Berlin, March 9th — ^According to the rights of Prus- 
sian cities, the municipality assembled and demanded the 
liberty of the press, the constitutional reform of the 
royal prerogative, the creation of a national German 
parliament, etc., etc' 

" * Leipsic, March 7th. — An extraordinary meeting of 
Deputies insisted upon the liberty of the press, change 
of ministry, and a new organization of the system of 
government.' 

" ^ March 8th, Wirtemberg, Baden, Nassau, Frankfort, 
Brunswick, Anhalt-Dessau, demanded and obtained the 
liberty of the press, full reform, popular liberty, etc, 
etc' 

" * Hanover, March 6th. — The general magistracy and 
the College of the Heads of the Burgesses, demand of 
the king that the press should be declared free, a popu- 
lar German parliament, and the immediate convocation 
of the states.' 

"'The same at Hohenlo, Oehringen, Bonfeld, Bre- 
men, and Meningen. But what need, my dear Meucci, 
to pass from state to state, when here is comprised in a 
few lines, a picture of the present state of Germany, 
given by the Universal Gazette of Prussia, dated March 
8d. — * Every German publication is crying out for 
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the independence of Germany. Such is the language 
of the provinces of the Rhine, of Silesia, southern Ger- 
many, and the whole of the German states.' 

" Is that enough for you ? Do not the Germans, in 
spite of their divisions into a hundred diflFerent states, 
seem to be *'cor unur » ^* /y^%r' '""* ^' "^ 

" ExcellemT' cried Meucci, rubbing his hands. " All 
those brave Germans demand, as the base of every new 
system, the liberty of the press ; that is a fundamental 
corner-stone on which the Cydopean walls may be 
reared." 

" And if every press was as free and tortuous as your 
Pallade, we might heap upon it Pelion and Ossa and 
scale the heavens." 

^^ To us it will suffice to scale the Quirinal, to snatch 
the thunderbolt from its surpliced Jupiter, knock from 
his head the triple crown of heaven, earth, and hell, 
and imprison him in a comer of the sacristy of the Late- 
ran. My Pallade poises a dart so light and piercing, 
that it would pass through the seven walls of Thebes. 
Leave it alone for that." 

"Yes, leave it alone! That Pallade of yours is at 
present scaling the Gesu and the Roman College, two 
citadels somewhat easier to scale than the QuirinaL" 

" Those little towers once destroyed," replied Meucci, 
"the stronghold of all the monks will follow, and the 
path will thus be smoothed to the other more redoubtable 
fortifications." Here the conversation, which had been 
carried on by themselves in an unfrequented little room, 
finished: they left the cafi*^ and separated, to seek the 
latest news, for, in those days, accounts of outbreaks 
came in from every part of Europe, like hail in a uni- 
versal storm. 
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Romans, possessed of prudence and a conscience, were 
sorrowfully concerned and stunned by so many irreme- 
diable disorders which menaced with destruction every- 
thing sacred upon earth, namely, the divine and human 
power of religious and civil authority. They saw this 
power annihilated by a frenzy of political and moral 
liberty, the bitter fruit of the Protestant principle of 
private authority^ brought down from generation to 
generation during the course of three centuries, to its 
ultimate and terrible consequences. Private opinion, in 
matters of faith^ by a just inference, first induced con- 
tempt of civil authority ; from contempt it proceeded to 
repudiation ; from repudiation to rebellion ; from rebel- 
lion to hatred, anger, disgust towards and fury against 
every institution which God has constituted or man- 
kind devised as bulwarks against the evil passions of the 
human heart. Hence, trampling upon religion, they 
dragged in the dust the ensigns of governments, and 
scoffed at all law ; crime became virtue, the possession of 
property was considered robbery, wealth a crime, and 
authority, tyranny 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

LOLA MONIES. 

While nations were attentively watching the pro- 
gress of these revolutions, a comedy was enacting at 
Munich, in Bavaria, which shook to its foundation, that 
sovereign and graceful Athens of Germany. 

VOL. I. 18 ' 
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A young lady, with disordered dress, enraged coun- 
tenance, fury in her eyes, and foam upon her lips, re- 
treated to a church, pursued by a furious mob. She 
trembles, struggles, and is agitated with ungoyemable 
anger; she rushes to the door, and drawing a pistol, 
points it at the crowd, exclfdming : " Ah ! ye scum, make 
way ! woe to the wretch who daj*es^ to lay a hand upon me !" 
But, a daring fellow, springing towards her, seizes her by 
the hair, snatches the pistol from her hand, and drags this 
modem Penthesilea into the midst of the yelling mob. 
" Crush the vile wasp ! chop the dancing gipsy's toes off; 
twist her proud neck from her shoulders/' The ut- 
most violence was about to ensue^^ when a body of cavalry 
scattered the crowd, and enclosing this wretched* and in- 
furiated young girl in their ranks, thus saved her from 
being, torn in pieces. 

This was the noted Lola Montes,* a Spanish girl, who 
had filled the world with her extravagancies ; and, as she 
threatened to exterminate the Jesuits from the face of 
the earth, she fell into the conceit that she could trifle 
also with the students of the universities. Poor, inno- 
cent creature ! She might as well have attempted the 
destruction of an army, as that of a tribe of young men, 
who in these days have proved themselves suflSciently 
formidable to overthrow in a few hours, the most warlike 
kingdoms, and the most ancient and venerable empires 
of Europe. 

This Senora Lola, this unique opera-dancer, this- 

• This stage-dancer has, in our days, rendered herself so notorious, 
that it is unnecessary to enter upon any further description. Af\er her 
expulsion from Bavaria, she crossed over to seek adventures in the 
United States. We hope she may not experience upon the Ohio and 
the Potomac another such adventure as she met with in Munich. 
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daughter of the Muse, the sister of Zephyr, conceiving 
that the world no longer wants a God in heaven, but that 
in his stead, it adores the voluptuous charms and the 
warbling throat of the opera-singer, the feet and ankles 
of a dancing girl, conceived in her silly head the design 
of enforcing divine homage from her admirers, 

Tb o nnivcraitioo wofc and are thu nuiseiies o f the 
secret societies, and particularly in (Iftrinnny^ thft stu- 
dents opgnlj^enter their names, without seeking to make 
any mystery ofit betbre their governments, which either 
pretend ignorance of it, or carelessness of its conse- 
quences, until they discovered, when too late, its false and 
pernicious action upon the true and substantial happiness 
of the people. Hence, in the universities of Germany, 
every young man on his introduction must affix his 
name, and swear obedience to some particular sgciety, 
which has full power over him, and receives and enrols 
him as a member, with mystical and strange rites and 
ceremonies, which consecrate him in that rank and de- 
nomination whereby he wishes to be designated in that 
school. Some^choose one name, some another : one takes 
red as a distinctive color, another yellow, another green, 
or white, or azure. All have Presidents, with their Coad- 
jutors, Secretary, Treasurer, EnroUer, and Instructor ; 
they have appointed times for the opening of sessions, 
laws, customs, punishments and fines for non-attendance, 
and rewards and degrees. 

Herein it may be observed how the spirit of darkness 
apes every Catholic institution. Our ancestors had in 
their universities, during the good times of Christian piety, 
their As sociations of t he Blessed Virgin ; for divines, for 
civilians, for medical students, for students in philo- 
sophy, and all the other classes. The example of Pro- 
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testants, unfortunately, produced its effect in our Catho- 
lic universities; it was reputed disgraceful to couple 
science with religion, learning with piety ; what was the 
consequence ? In place of the Associations of the Holy 
Virgin were substituted secret societies ; in exchange for 
pious assemblies, profane and often iniquitous conventi- 
cles ; instead of the divine sacraments, diabolical oaths ; 
under the name of piety, manifest impiety. 

Thus, in former ages, the people enrolled their names 
in pious Confraternities of the most Holy Sacrament, of 
the Rosary, and of the Dead ; they met on their festi- 
vals to unite in prayer at mass, at communion, at 
vespers; they had their treasuries for the support of 
the poor, of widows, orphans, and the sick. All fooleries, 
superstitions, ridiculous conceits of the middle ages ! In 
our da^s, the people have also their associations, but they 
are meetings for amusement, or coarse and licentious talk 
or treason. The Confraternities are exchanged for Clubs 
of the Mounts^, of Socialism, or of Communism ; and, 
from these dens of every kind of wickedness, they rush 
forth like roaring lions, to the terror of the world. And 
then it is said that the retrogradevB are wrong in seeking 
to reintroduce the holy fear of God among the multi- 
tude, to lead it back to respect for legitimate authority, 
to obedience to the law, to the observance of the seventh 
and tenth commandments of the decalogue, against 
robbery and the coveting of what helongs to others. 

But, to return to the universities. That of Munich 
was, like the rest, divided into various associations, 
which had the names and devices of the five provinces of 
the kingdom, and were called the Palatines, the Suevians, 
the Franconians, the Bavarians, and the Isarians ; each 
of these factions of students was distinguished either by 
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the shape of the hats, the fashion of the hah*, the color 
of the cravats, or some such distinction. The goddess 
Lola Montes, would also have her priests initiated into 
her mysteries, like those of Isis in Egypt, and of Ceres at 
Eleusis. They took the name of the Q-erman Society y 
and she presented them with graceful badges, which 
would distinguish them in Munich as her adorers. 

The worshippers ^f the head of Minerva, however^ 
coiild not be so readily converted to the profane adora- 
tion of the feet of the Spanish Frine, and suddenly heal- 
ing up the dissensions which had previously divided them, 
they formed a coalition against the Lola party. Having 
formed a distinct plan for the campaign, and having 
armed themselves with swords, and sticks which were 
made with sharp points, like spears or lances, they occu- 
pied the outlets of the streets, the alleys, and the side 
paths at the crossways, while the main body of the legion, 
in a solid column, charged the German Society, the 
warriors of Lola, in the piazza. The assault was fiercely 
contested. The Lola party had entrenched themselves 
opposite the hotel, where they were in the habit of dining, 
but when they saw the gleaming of the steel blades, and 
found the sticks laid about their legs to bring them to 
the ground, they took refuge in the citadel of the hotel. 
Thus Tacitus describes the attack of the Vitellians at the 
Pincian gate upon the partisans of Otho, while the 
Roman people, as if at a spectacle of gladiators, stood at 
their shop doors and at the corners of the streets, watch- 
ing that furious engagement ; and, when the Othonians 
broke through their adversaries, they shouted : " Hurrah 
for Otho !*' or, if the party of Vitelliiis drove back those 
of Otho, it was, " Long live Vitellius !'* 

But the heroes of Lola Montes, shut up and besieged 
18* 
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in that fortress of Minerva Culinaria^ despatched by a 
secret outlet one of the waiters to carry information of 
their condition to their empress. When Lola heard of 
the battle, of the rout, and the siege, arming herself with 
[[aggers and pistols, she sallied forth quivering with rage 
fcn d serpent-like malipe ^ to sicatter with a single glance 
|)f her eye the whole crowd of besiegers. The people 
on discovering that it was really Lola, pursued her with 
loud cries of, " There goes Lola, stop her ! that is Lola 
herself!" Hisses, stones, and kicks were bestowed un- 
sparingly upon the poor heroine ; she knew not where 
to fly from the tempest. She cried for help ; she ran 
to the shops .to hide herself, and the clerks repulsed her; 
she rushed towards a door, and it was shut in her face. 
The tumult increased, the mob jostled her on one side 
and pulled on the other, until her clothes were nearly 
all torn away; at length, finding no other place of 
refuge she fled into the church, and, after somewhat ar- 
ranging her dress, she made another attempt to break 
through the crowd, and carry succor to the besieged, 
but she narrowly escaped being destroyed by the po- 
pulace. 

This comedy was the beginning of innumerable dis- 
orders in Munich. During the night lamps were broken, 
volleys of stones sent through the windows, doors thrown 
down, assaults were made, and robberies committed, 
which threw the entire city into confusion. When day 
dawned, Lola was expelled and banished for ever from 
the entire kingdom of Bavaria. 

When outbreaks terminated in one state, they broke 
out in another. Hence the whole of Upper and Lower 
Germany was like a sea moved by a furious storm, which 
heaves, and roars, and dashes, launches forth its moun- 
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tainous waves, then breaks and whirls with terrific 
violence. The unity of Germany was vociferously de- 
manded by all the states ; and while they cried for ex- 
ternal union, they severed and uprooted that which they 
had enjoyed in their midst. ' In every state the oaths of 
fidelity to princes were broken ; engagements were un- 
fulfilled ; the laws were disobeyed ; ancient institutions 
and statutes were overturned, and the tree of liberty 
was planted upon their ruins. 

In Berlin, these commotions were characterized by 
even a more manifest spirit of sedition : licentious li- 
berty was demanded, and force employed. The king re- 
sisted ; the populace fell upon the palace while the army 
defended it — then rage and fury and blood followed. 
Cannon were pointed against the people and discharged 
witii grape ; the public ways were heaped with the dead, 
aiid the blood of citizens flowed down the streets and 
through the squares. Driven back one day, they rushed 
forth again and presented a new front on the morrow. 
The dead of yesterday were piled together — a livid 
and corrupting mass, from which pools of blood flowed 
in abundance, presenting a spectacle of horror to the 
terrified crowds and to the king, who turned from it in 



Providence in all these events presents a lesson of 
wisdom to kings and governments, to show them to what 
danger and manifest ruin they expose themselves by 
once removing the restraints of religion ; the people be- 

'*^" ytitrP Will' 1^?"*?^*?; ^^^^^^ ^^^^ ^^^ Ai^yr^ny nTri^i.jrfli;Tig 

in tfeeirpath ; armififiLand^ all 4be- muniti o ns o f w a r pr e-- 
sent in jhemselves b ut a fe eble barrier to the impetuous 
passions of those who have lost the fear of God. 
At the commencement of 1848, Europe sustained a 
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sudden and universal shock, unexampled in the pages of 
history. Men found themselves confused and stunned ; 
like those who pass through the Cavern of Posilippo are 
stupified with the shouts " To the mountain !'* " To the 
shore !** they neither see nor understand in the noise and 
clamorous discord which prevail everywhere, the mean- 
ing of those cries, nor the import of those shouts ; while 
in the midst of clouds of dust, in the horror of darkness, 
and the rattling of wheels, the experienced coachman 
calmly and safely guides his passengers to the delightful 
banks of the Ghiaia. 

As the sole means of restoring and pacifying the 
world, let each one hold his own course ; neither turn- 
ing to the right when he ought to bend to the left, nor 
to the left when he ought to take the right, lest he be 
thrown down and trampled upon, — "To the mountain !" 
" To the shore !" 



CHAPTER XIX. 

VIENNA AND MILAN. 

" SiGNOR Bartolo ? I say, Signer Bartolo, are you 
here? Oh what news! What prodigies! We have 
reached the goal at last !'' 

These exclamations and broken phrases proceeded 
from Polissena in the house of Bartolo, as she mounted 
the stairs and reached the ante-room; then throwing 
aside the boa which she had unfolded from her neck, 
and unloosing her mantle, she entered with a masculine 
gait and joyful countenance, the cabinet of Bartolo. 
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He was seated near the fire, folded in a large gown 
of azure silk, quilted with eider down, quietly smoking 
his cigar ; upon the chimney-piece near him stood a 
cigar-case of ebony inlaid with ivory, a large amber 
pipe and a beautiful network tobacco-pouch ornamented 
with vermilion tassels, which Alisa had worked and 
presented to him, on his birthday. He was reading 
the ContemporaneOj^ sunk luxuriously in his arm-chair, 
with his legs crossed, red slippers on his feet, and a 
Turkish calbaky adorned with a long flowing violet tassel 
on his head. When he saw Polissena enter in such a 
hurry, and trembling with joy, "Well," said he, as he 
shook the ashes from his cigar with his little finger, 
" what has happened to fill you with such exultation?*' 

" What has happened ? What has happened ? You 
might try a thousand times and you would never guess 
it. Italy for ever ! Signer Bartolo, now at length the 
dike is broken down, our bonds are severed ; no longer 
chains, nor manacles, nor fetters. Italy is free, and 
like the eagle which has broken its chain, it soars aloft 
and looks down from the clouds at its enslavers, who 
with eyes upturned, stand watching it with disappointed 
malice and dismay." 

" You are plagiarising from the poetry of Gherardi 
and Tomassoni :t Come down from your clouds and tell 
me what news this is which fills you with such gladness, 
and throws you into these convulsions ; for you tremble 
all over, and your eyes are starting from your head." 

• The Contemporaneo was a Roman paper of a treasonable cha- 
racter, which it concealed under the cloak of reform, liberty of the 
people, the Constitution, etc. 

f Gherardi and Tomassoni were two poets of Rome, who, like Tyr- 
tsnis in Sparta, excited the Italians to combat and die for liberty. 
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"Indeed, Signor Bartolo, there is good reason for 
it ; the vows of Italy are at length heard ; its day is 
come, its star is refulgent ; Austria is no more !*' 

"Ah, the deuce may believe that ! You talk extrava- 
gantly. Austria is no more ! Where's it gone to ? 
Did it go by post ? Has it fled into Tartary, or into 
Peru?" 

" I mean to say, that the Emperor, at all events, has 
gone by post, and Mettemich, and the imperial Arch- 
dukes, and the nobility of the palace, and above all, that 
terrible police of Vienna, which held Italy in terror, and 
had filled with victims the prisons and dungeons of 
Venice, the towers of Mantua, and the vaults of the 
Sgielberg. In a word, the throne of the Csesars lies in 
the dust ; Vienna, the imperial Vienna, is, while we speak, 
democratic.'' 

" You are dreaming, my dear and most Italian Polis- 
sena ; it is even worse than a dream, it is folly, delirium. 
The events in Paris are amazing, no doubt ; but to all 
that were in the least conversant with the state of 
France, and the ferment of French brains, the sudden fall 
of Louis Philippe was not beyond the bounds of credi- 
bility ; but that Vienna should retire at night imperial, 
and a ^ke in the morning democ rati^ ^^ ip r ]^^, with^*" the 
nfU airal order of tEmgs, to be credited. , Depend upon 
it, this is some je^of that *Pallade' to amuse itself at 
the expense of the simple.^' 

" There is no joke in the matter, Signor Bartolo ; these 
^ are facts which have really occurred : two couriers 
arrived this morning, one to Mr. Freeborn,, the British 
Consul, the other at the Quirinal : I met, upon the Piazza 
di Sant' Apostoli, Sterbini arm-in-arm with Galletti ; they 
stopped me and related the whole occurrence ; then^^hs I 
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was passing along the Piazza Oolonna, I found it crowded 
with our most ardent Italians. They were running here 
and there, almost breathless, and shaking hands, in the 
most joyful manner. Italy for ever! Italy is free! 
Death to the foreigner ! Death to the Croats!" 

" I fall from the stars !** ejaculated Bartolo. 

^^ You may fall from the moon too, but it is a real fact, 
and what is still more incredible, the imperial throne 
was overturned in a few hours, not by a formidable 
army, but by a handful of young desperadoes who ran 
madly through the streets shouting, * Liberty !* ' Down 
with Mettemich !" In Vienna everything is confusion, 
terror, and death. The people ran to arms, and took 
the armories and arsenals by assault, the rich stores and 
warehouses were robbed, the most magnificent houses of 
the suburbs burned down, the gorgeous villa of Prince 
Mettemich sacked and given up to pillage, while the 
Prince himself has secretly escaped from this sudden 
outbreak, or remains buried beneath the ruins of his 
precious galleries, or has escaped in some disguise or 
other, and vanished. The Emperor" — 

^^ Let me breathe, Polissena ! You stun, you sufibcate 
me ! Alisa, come here and listen ; Alisa, run !" 

Alisa was in her room conversing with a priest, who 
had been her teacher of history at San Dionisio, and 
who still came to see her in consequence of the affection 
which he had always entertained for her ; he knew her 
when a child, and now admired the gentle and amiable 
manners with which she received every one, but more 
particularly those who had aided in her education. 
Hearing herself called in such haste, she rose, and beck- 
oning to Don Severino to follow, they entered together 
the cabinet of Bartolo. 
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** Listen," cried Bartolo, scarcely taking time to salate 
the priest, ^^ to what Polissena is telling me. I am as- 
tomided! Do you know? A terrible rebellion has 
exploded in Vienna, and has plunged the whole empire 
into confusion." 

"Italy for ever!" exclaimed Polissena, with a mali- 
cious smile at the priest. " Oh ho ! Don Severino, mio ; 
the blacks may go to the deuce now, and no mistake ; 
your famous Mettemich has closed his career of diplo- 
macy ; he has sealed it up with his double eagles of the 
Imperial Grand Chancery, and henceforth Emperor, 
ISAng of Hungary and Bohemia, Duke of Carinthia, 
Count of the Tyrol, and especially Bang of Italy, are 
, all rubbish for the Egyptian Museum. Our eyes shall 
never again behold these titles. *God and the People !' 
there is the title of universal sovereignty. Viva! Italy 
forever!" 

" Signora Polissena, you speak with great animation ; 
you create a whole history in two words ; but histories 
are long, my dear Madam." 

" Say rather, that they were long in times past : now 
each day has a history that would fill volumes. In these 
days, at Paris, a parcel of sans culottes have extermi- 
minated the constitutional monarchy ; and at Vienna a 
handful of boys of the university have ground to dust 
the massive and immovable throne of the Caesars. Do 
you understand ? a handful of youths, against whom 
the majesty of imperial palaces, impregnable fortresses, 
formidable parks of artillery, and the most powerful and 
numerous armies are without avail." 

-"Do you actually believe," said the priest, turning to 
Bartolo (he replied to Polissena only by a glance), " do you 
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believe that Vienna can have fallen by the hand of a 
few boys ?" 

"I must believe it according to Polissena." 

" Yes," replied Don Severino, "in the same manner as 
a child of two spans high may kill a giant by pulling the 
trigger of a gun. Thus fell Vienna. The gun has long 
been loaded ; the balls duly introduced, the cap fitted 
and everything prepared, it was then left to the boys to 
pull the trigger. What wonder that by the impulse of 
so small a spring the gun should explode, and the giant 
fall wounded or dead ! 

" You are not aware how many years it has taken to 
charge that gun. Joseph II. introduced the powder by 
oppression of the Church ; Voltairianism threw in the 
balls by filling the benches of the imperial parliaments; 
the cap was fitted on by a false policy which connived 
at evil for fear of increasing it, which allowed itself to 
be overreached by the ferocity of Helvetian radicalism, 
which placed no restraint upon irreligion, that occupied 
even the chairs of the Universities. When, after all 
this charging of the gun, it was ready for an explosion, 
niuminism ^vu^Vgj \t hj iha ha,ndfl o^ ^^^^ HP^rpt aAnWwflj 
and taking^good aim, gave it to be discharged by the 
young scoundrels of the University. The blow fell like 
a thunderbolt! It was perfectly natural; it burst 
through everything ! It is understood.*' 

"Keally, Don Severino," said Bartolo, "you speak 
like a printed book. I never before examined deeply 
into these matters." 

"You are not the only one. Had the public mind, 
and more particularly the attention of those to whom 
God has entrusted the government of nations, been di- 
rected to this subject, the fact was so clear and glaring 

VOL. I. 19 
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that Europe, npon a path so steep and sKppery, would 
not long be able to restrain its headlong course ; that it 
would have been a most stupendous miracle if it should 
escape being precipitated with destruction into the vortex 
of the most terrible disorders and revolutions, which have 
ever been witnessed among nations." 

" Precisely such rebellions," said Bartolo, " have ex- 
ploded in Sicily, France, Austria, Hungary, and Tran- 
sylvania ; it fills the mind with terror to reflect upon 
them. They have burst forth at the same instant, in 
the same manner ; as, beneath a huge rock which it is in- 
tended to blow up, long mines communicating with each 
other are exploded by means of internal communica- 
tions." 

" And what cause for wonder have we in all this ? I 
should consider it much more worthy of astonishment, if, 
after setting fire to these mines in so many places, and 
with such materials, they should. still have refused to ex- 
plode ; or if, after the explosion, they had not blown 
everything into the air." 

" According to what you say, it is marvellous that 
every one should not have foreseen so evident a result." 
I "They might have seen it, at least when, by the 
Dursting of the mine, they beheld the ruins scattered 
around, houses hurled from their foimdations, uprooted 
and precipitated down the declivities. But while we are 
speaking, after the bursting of the first mine, the second 
'will be allowed to take its course, and the third, and so 
on, until the world teems with disorders and is whirled 
back into chaos." 

"All that happens," interrupted Polissena with a ve- 
nomous look, "because you priests are the enemies of 
liberty ; black as midnight, as retrograde as crabs, and as 
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lazy as snails. Give the people their freedom and there 
will be no more insurrections and revolts." 

*'' If, Madam, you had as much understanding as mala- 
pertness, I would show you that the true liberty of the 
people f*^nffiptff jj;^tha i t p^^^^ lyininin ;,■ f ] ^ w fi^ijf pf ^^ — 
ratio nal obedience to God, submission to the Church, 
an d^toTe giti mate authority. But lib erty^jgi th o uf t hefe 
thTTTjMnif lition f i; Wom fo li m itif iiiii Mi ji. i ; ii iift 'WTTnrnid to 
the ove rthrow of all order nationa l and fiiv jl ; i<:vh ftnATnftfl 
thdlnost cruel tyranny, which crushes under its weight 
those nations which God, in his anger, wishes to chastise. 
Oh, Alisa, at least do not you wander in the pursuit 
of a liberty which flies from your grasp ; which, if we 
should, to our misfortune, attain, will enchain us in 
a miserable slavery.'' Hereupon, Don Severino bidding 
adieu to the company departed, leaving Polissena boiling 
with ilUconcealed fury. Bartolo, as if awaking from a 
dream, dismissed the two ladies, and dressed himself for 
a walk upon the piazza and in the Corso, to collect the 
news of the day. 

The astute demagogues, however, knew better than 
Don Severino, that " Liber ty never existed w itho ut Re- 
ligion ;" and thence tli^' puton the ma s k of relifflon tp 

ylfififtivft tJifi pfiOjik^ho wftrft ft^^lnKftfljgT^t^ anr|Sf nf fl^ft 
church, and little disposed to thTow away their souls and 
their consciences in exchange for a liberty which would 
deprive them of the precious deposit of truth. 

Hence advantage was taken of the convulsions in 
Austria, to excite the Italian youth to a war, which was 
denominated ^' religious and sacred!'' Cries arose that 
the foreigner profaned the churches, insulted the vene- 
rated images of the saints, threw down the altars, exiled 
the bishops, and loaded the priests with chains ; that they 
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carried away the wives, and dishonored the daughters of 
Italians ; that they murdered infants, pierced them with 
the points of their swords, and threw their flesh to dogs. 
Let them arise and take the cross in the holy war; 
God and Pius IX. would lead them with benedictions ; 
Italian valor would guide them, victory and triumph 
awaited them upon the Adige, the Bachiglione, and the 
I Tagliamento. 

Mila n, on the 18th of March, rose against its nume- 
rous Austrian garrison, and after a fiercely-contested 
struggle drove the military from the city, from the 
citadel, and from every fortification. The cities of Lom- 
bardy and Venice, at the first outbreak, flew to arms. 
The army of MarshHl ^Radetzky^ taken by surprise in 
its quarters, found itself surroimded on all siHesjand 
such was the suddenness of the attack, that it was 
unable to concentrate and stem the torrent which raged 
on every side. 

The peasantry of the populous plains of Lombardy 
rose upon the Austrian troops dispersed through the 
country, tore up the military roads, broke down the 
bridges, and blocked up the passes with trunks of trees. 
The artillery sunk in the soft soil ; the cavalry was ar- 
rested by deep ditches and caltrops at every pass ; wo- 
men and children, standing upon the roofs, let fall a 
tempest of missiles upon the troops as they passed. 
Scarcely had the soldiers escaped from one ambush when 
they fell into another ; when one obstacle was removed 
it was replaced by a hundred ; and, in the mean time, 
without provisions, tormented with thirst, exhausted with 
fatigue and labor, without covering, exposed to the rains, 
to nocturnal cold, they succeeded in effecting their es- 
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cape to Verona and to the fortresse^j of Teschiera, 
Mantua, and Legmans. 

Piedmont seized with avidity this opportunity, seem- 
ingly so propitious for effecting its long-formed plans of 
aggrandizement, by the formation of an Italian kingdom 
extending from the Macra, the Panars, the Po, and the 
EaguDes, as far as the summit of the Alps, from sea to 
sea. It marched its troops across the Ticino, and with 
Charles Albert, and the dukes of Savoy and Genoa at its 
head, penetrated into the heart of Lombardy. 

The king advanced his right wing towards Cremona, 
while his left crossed the Adda. The population of that 
territory, which had revolted and driven into exile its 
sovereigns, the dukes of Modena and Parma, threw 
itself into the arms of Charles Albert, who, by means of 
secret emissaries, promised to bestow upon it the most 
signal favors and immunities under the flag of the white 
and glorious cross of Savoy. In the mean time the youth T 
of Lombardy and Tuscany, excited by the loud cries of ' 
liberty, vociferated through every Italian State by the 
partisans of independence, flocked in from every quarter 
with arms in their hands, to join the Subalpine army, to 
fight in its ranks the battles of Italy. 

Rome could not behold unmoved the generous ardor 
which animated the youth of northern Italy, particularly 
at a time when unfortunate Rome had fallen a prey to 
the most licentious demagogues; when it was made the 
receptacle of the offscourings of Europe, the great sewer 
of all the dregs of the secret societies. 

One of the first acts of its abandoned agitators when 
they had heard the news of the disturbances in Vienna, 
and the revolts of the Lombardo- Venetian kingdom, was 
to sever every tie between Rome and Austria, and to 

19* 



222 THE JBW OF VERONA. 

place Rome and the Pope in bitter and violent hostility 
with that generous nation. Rome, which had been in- 
toxicated with joy by the lamentable victory of Helvetian 
radicalism over the Catholics of the primitive cantons, 
fmay easily be imagined to have become frantic when 
German impiety had wrought the downfall of a throne 
which had been for more than three centuries the bar- 
rier against the inundations of heresy, which threatened 
to engulf all the southern nations of Europe. 

The streets were brilliantly illuminated, and the seven 
hills resounded with every demonstration of delirious 
joy, mingled with shouts and imprecations against the 
Austrians. The palace of the imperial embassy was 
assailed, and the imperial arms torn down and dragged 
by the populace into the Piazza del Popolo, where they 
were burnt with every mark of the most ferocious hatred. 



CHAPTER XX. 

THE ENSIGN. 

When more detailed accounts of the rebellion in Lom- 
bardy, and of the progress of Charles Albert, and the 
march of auxiliary troopslhnn-erm'y part of Italy to 
join the Sardinian army, reached Rome, agitation and 
excitement reached the highest pitch. The heads of the 
secret league were all life and animation. In the Cir- 
colo Popolari there was a perpetual stream of voluntary 
recruits, and of young men listening, with the most 
pressing exhortations to join the ranks of the brave. 

By a decree of Prince Aldobrandino, Minister of War, 
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the muster-rolls of the new recruits were opened, and 
prince Ilo^pigUQai«.General of the Civic Guard, published 
proclamations to the Soman soldiers, •ff^'^^n^^^^^^n wftftL 1 
the quartermaster of all the wards ; his followers became 
the couriers, trumpeters, and heralds of the commands 
of the Assembly. Sterbini, Spini, Torre, Masi, and the 
druggist Gtdletti were the orators and tribunes of the 
people ; and Father ^Oavazzi was the head clown in all 
this commotion. 

Crowds collected; "What's to be done?" "What 
does all this mean?'* "To arms, Italians, to arms!" 
** Your country commands its heroes to the war ; the 
liberty of Italy is yonder upon the plains of Lombardy, 
where it awaits you ; Romans, to arms ! to arms, ye 
Romans !" 

" To arms ! that's soon said ; to arms, indeed !" said 
some of the more experienced, with a shake of the head. 
" Poh ! what lunacy ! To go and be made food for cannon 
to please these gentlemen; do they think people are 
mad ?" 

" Silence, you dastard !" said a swaggerer ; "you must 
be some sacristan of the Caravita." 

" Say, Mr. Fop," cried a knot of men who took part 
with the former, " why don't you go yourself and get 
your own heads split !" And with a contemptuous sneer 
and shrugging their shoulders, they dispersed to their 
workshops and stores. 

" What are those babblers preaching about there ?" 
asked the women. " Good God, what madness ! and on 
the very spot where once the priests preached with the 
cross. Look, here comes a set of fops and braggado- 
cios with flags. Holy Virgin ! What shall we see next ? 
The world is going to perdition." 
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The poor mothers heard those solicitations to join the 
army with aching hearts : for the cunning tempters se- 
duced the young men of the Sapienza,* and even the 
mere boys of the Speranza battalion, and took them to 
the oJBicers of the rolls to be enlisted as soldiers. Thence 
they returned, filled with warlike ardor, and set at 
nought the tears of their mothers, the endearments of 
their sisters, and the authority of their fathers. Their 
course of studies was broken off, the hopes of their 
families destroyed, and the natural affections of youth 
uprooted and trodden down ; they would set out for the 
war. 

This unnatural cruelty was repeated in every shape. 
Widows, mothers, and sisters who had been protected 
and supported by their sons or brothers, were abandoned 
to the charity of strangers, or to die of starvation and 
sorrow. Husbands not unfrequently, possessed by the 

thei r wives or a p ttrt^'^g ^''='» t^ ^^f^ xr children^ leavin 
fhi^^TY^^y ^^^^yi^'] ftTi^ wTftfih^^i thc ]ii,t,trr unprfrfTT 
and without bread. How many poor creatures arose on 
fi\p^^ fiay^ftCj^})^ f|^pagfnrfl of the troops, thinking that 
their husbands had gone in the morning to their usual 
place of business or profession ; while they, more unnatu- 
ral than savages, had shouldered a musket and had 
joined the army. They had left Rome behind them with- 
out a thought for their families, whom they knew to be 
destitute of the necessaries of life, or for their children 
who, before the dawning of that day, would ask in vaiu 
their mothers for bread ! Many of them before their de- 
parture sold their household goods, and even their beds, 

• The Sapienza is the Roman University, which sent out many of 
those heroes of the war of independence. 
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leavi ng theirj QjtfH nolliiii^ llMI iiliinv In lin iniiin ' The 
love of our country is subordinate to the sacred duties 
of nature, one virtue ought not to destroy another. They 
who preached to others the crusade of independence, 
quietly laid aside their own crosses and strolled about, 
twirling their mustaches, in the Corso or the CaflFfe Nuovo, 
and smoking their cigars instead of breathing the smoke 
of the cannon, and the glorious dust of the battle-field. 

One should have heard those Gfracchii and Brutuses 
spouting forth their frothy declarations, at a safe dis- 
tance, against the Croats; exciting others to battle, 
wielding the two-edged sword of the tongue, cutting 
right and left through the dense phalanx, breaking, scat- 
tering, pursuing, and trampling them down without 
mercy; and after the triumph of victory, betaking them- 
selves to the bar of the AngeolettOj the TritonCy and 
of the Tre Me, to order a glorious feast, which they 
would crown with abundant libations of Velletro and 
Orvieto, and shouts of "Italy for ever;" — "Indepen- 
dence;'' — " Death to the xlustrian !" 

In Bome all the military stores were thrown open ; 
and as that same year the Pope had caused the uniform 
of the Roman troops to be changed to that of the army 
of Piedmont, the old coats and other articles of military 
dress were distributed to the recruits, who being far too 
numerous, many received only shoes and knapsacks, and 
belts for the cartridge boxes and swords. All the rest 
were in their common dress with no military distinction, 
except a brass plate stamped with the papal arms or a 

* These maybe supposed exaggerations. But the parochial authori- 
ties of Rome can testify to how many they had to supply with a little 
bedding after their husbands had sold everything to furnish themselves 
for the war. , 
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tricolor cockade upon their hats; a motley crowd, that 
knew perhaps as much about the military art as of ho- 
nesty and Christianity. 

" Henry, my fine boy," said Basilio the charcoal dealer 
at the tavern of the SteUcL, " bring us a bottle of that 
choice Genzano of yours; I want to try a glass or so 
with Master Titus here. What a fine panegyric we had 
to-day, from ^ther Gravazri^ ^ the Colosseum." 

"So you've been to thT* Via Crucis' with the Sac- 
coni?"* replied Master Titus: "what a miracle! I 
thought your stations were generally the best bar-rooms 
in Rome." 

What ! don't you know what took place to-day at the 
Colosseum?" 

"No." 

"Well, I'll tell you then. The Roman army com- 
menced its march to Lombardy; the fine fellows are 
going to free Italy, and rip up the Austrians ; they'll 
wade in blood. It's enough that I say it, and I heard 
it with my own ears, that a number of our young men 
have sworn to bring back to the city Croatian mustaches 
sufficient to make cushions for each young lady in Rome, 
that she may sleep upon the trophies. Ain't that an 
oath ? and they're the men to do it too." 

" Stop a bit, Basilio ; those Croatians, have they paper 
bullets in their muskets ? and in their hands swords of 
silvered pasteboard, such as are sold in the Piazza di 
Sant' Eustachio? I believe their bullets are made of 
lead, and their swords of good tempered steel ; I hope 
our young men may not lose their own mustaches, and 
their heads into the bargain." 

♦The confraternity of the Sacconi, instituted by Blessed Leonardo at 
Porto Mouricis, to hold every Friday the Via Crucis at the stations 
erected round the arena of the Colosseum. 
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" Pho ! Father Gava^zi talked vastly diflFerent from 
that.' * Romans, ye sons of heroes, of the blood of 
Troy, (do you hear, man ?) of the blood of Troy ; marchX 
boldly against an enemy, which flies at the very name A 
of Rome. Every one of you is worth a thousand of \ ^ 
those vile slaves.' He gave it, you see, pretty thick ; \ 
one worth a thousand ! ' Carry your Roman valor to 1 
the Lombard plains : let the Italian ladies behold your \ 
red crosses resplendent upon your breasts, let them ad- J 
mire the manliness of your martial bearing, and live in I 
hope.'" W 

" Perhaps they're going to look for wives in Lom- 
bardy," suggested Titus. 

"Why you simpleton," replied Basilio, finishing the 
bottle. " The ladies, it's clear enough ; why you animal ! 
this martial bearing was to frighten the Austrians, to be 
sure, that was what Padre Gavazzi meant. Then he 
went on : ' Methinks I behold you fly from victory to 
victory, on the Tebria, on the Po, on the Altice, on the 
BottigUone.' Do you mind ? they're rivers you know ; 
what lots he did tell of ! On the Brenta, the Piava, the 

Tagliamento I never thought there was so much 

water in all the world." 

" Here my lad, another bottle," called Master Titus ; 
and turning again to Basilio, "how do you come to 
know all those jawbreaking names ?" 

" Easy enough ; I was always at the Circolo Popolare 
with Ciceruacchio and Girolamo ; and at the Circolo, you 
know, you may hear panegyrics and poetry every night. 
But to-day, at Father Gavazzi's discourse at the Colos- 
seum, there were several foppish fellows explaining the 
rivers, and lakes, and cities. What a mortal sight of 
things there is up there in Lombardy, to be sure ! You 
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ought to send your son Nannetto to be a soldier, and also 
four nephew Tony/' 

I "Til send Satan as soon!" said Titus; "my boys 
■tay at home ; for if they^re put a moment or two after 
iark, ^unziata is sureloraise a row about it. It's but 
A/ night or two since, when they went to see the illumina- 
tion, she kicked up such a fuss with me that Don Pepe, 
the under-curate, who was coming down from seeing a 
sick man on the third floor, came in to make her keep 
her tongue, and he could scarcely do it ; and you know 
^what Don Pepe is.*' 

" Well, about our country — ^what fine things Father 
Gavazzi did say, to be sure ! he actually got up on the 
platform of the Via Crucis ; and he had two red crosses, 
one on his cassock and another on his cloak, full two 
feet long." 

" Like the crosses worn by the fathers of St. Camillus." 
" Longer by half. He looked down on us, for you 
see, we were standing below on the floor of the amphi- 
theatre. So with his left hand he gathered the folds of 
his cloak from his right, and held it akimbo on his left 
side ; then he stretched out his right hand : ' Romans, 
says he, ' our country, — ^what an immortal page in his- 
tory ! God and our country ! — ^Youth of Rome, boils not 
your blood in your veins ? your hearts, do they not pal- 
pitate? your souls, are they not on fire V But I'm un- 
learned you see, I can't say it like he did. Who could 
remember it all ? and then .... ay, I mind this any 
how — he went back again to the women and said, ' Ye 
matrons of Rome, sufier your sons to depart to the sacred 
war, exhort them to it, urge them to it yourselves, — ^it 
is you who have infused the Italian blood into their 
veins, — ^it is noble blood — ^the blood of the ancient 
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Quiriti. Ye Roman mothers, if ever it should be your 
lot to hear that your sons have fallen on the field of 
battle, mourn not, for their wounds will be in front, 
they will not be in their backs ;' and then he spoke 
about some mothers or other, ancient ones I suppose, 
who lived in a country where they carried the dead 
soldiers on shields, and he called it Lad . . . Loci 
.... oh (drinking) — oh, as good wine helps the mem- 
ory — of Laci-demon." 

" Ay, ay ! Didn't I say it had something to do with 
a demon? No, no ! my sons shall stop with me — ^I want 
none of his Lacci, nor his demons neither. I recom- 
mend them every night to their angel guardian, that 
he'd keep them for me in the fear of God, and of the 
Madonna. Do you know what ? It's well enough for 
Father Gavazzi, who's got no sons, to say, ' Mothers, 
don't cry,' — ^I wish my Nunziata had heard him, she'd 
have scratched his eyes out for a certainty." — 

Titus was ri p ;ht : many mothf typ l?nn^ if, ^nd tv this 
day^oum ove r the fruits of that preachm g. Aser at 
least showed more prudence, he tore no sons from the - 
arms of the Roman mothers ; he would have blushed 
with shame for a seduction so iniquitous, as to inveigle 
away merel)oys, and send them to be slaughtered on the 
field of battle. 

Aser had enrolled, not mere children, but all the vi - 
lains and miscreants that had collected in Rome froi q 
every country round it in search of adventures ; thoi 
men had perceived that times were favorable to the: 
in Rome ; the police were inefficient, the government pow- 
erless, the good were terrified, and the factious arrived at 
such a point of audacity that they rendered abortive the 
noble intentions, and the desires of the Sovereign Pon 
VOL. I. 20 
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tiflF, from whose hand they had wrenched the sword of 
justice. These criminals lived in Rome by plunder, or 
at the expense of the public ; they were contented with the 
smallest amount of pay, trusting to indemnify themselves 
by the plunder of every city in Lombardy ; they had en- 
listed under Aser, and were eager to commence their 
march to the war of independence. It had been decided 
by the leaders in secret to form them into a kind of free 
corps or sharpshooters, to keep them ever in the van, 
and to push them to the front in every engagement ; and 
a body of men of more villainous appearance could not 
have been chosen to strike terror into an enemy, or keep 
^in check the inhabitants of the country, who already 
^r^aded them as conspirators. 

\ It would be a great mistake to suppose that Aser com- 
menced the campaign without regret, and with no other 
affection in his heart but that of Italian liberty and glory. 
Such was the violence of the love which enchained him 
that in proportion as it was noble and enthroned in his 
heart, the more it seemed hopeless, and plunged his mind 
in agitation and anxiety, and held him bound in its toils. 
His disposition, however, was not such as influenced so 
many of his companions, who, while they used every in- 
ducement to engage their neighbors in the war, took 
care not to leave the ease and luxury of their own homes 
in Rome, where they could enjoy the recital of the ex- 
ploits of others. But Aser, as the envoy of the secret so- 
cieties, found it necessary to undertake the boldest move- 
ments to encourage and promote their plans by his pre- 
sence, and to keep the conspirators of Vienna, Hungary, 
and the other German States, constantly informed of the 
posture of affairs in Italy- 
Poor Alisa, on the other hand, was also involved in 
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anxiety. She was unwilling that he should depart to a 
war so uncertain and full of perils, with the risk of fall- 
ing and dying deprived of every consolation ; not to 
speak of the fatigues of travel, the severities of the 
climate, scarcity of provisions, night exposure upon the 
hare ground, continual watchfulness against attack, and 
privations and dangers of every kind. The young lady 
could not even yet bring herself to admit to her own 
mind, that the sympathetic emotions of her heart had 
any other source than gratitude towards her preserver. 

As she knew that Aser must set out without delay 
with the vanguard of the troops, she had a long internal 
struggle whether she should present him with some small 
token of her gratitude, for saving her from the danger 
which she had incurred in the Forum of Trajan. She 
considered and reconsidered ; inward contests and a tu- 
mult of emotions were followed only by fresh perplexity 
and suspense, until at length her affection obtained the 
mastery, and she resolved t o send ^^ '^ ** f^p^^ mnf^ni f 
pres enting tEe'ibnma.^u late Oonception of the Blessed 
Virgi nTwitlL rays issuing fr pm jJ]a hfltirla ~^^^Twi fliA 7lf^ 
rac uloui MedaL Passing a silk cord through the ring, 
she placed it in a small casket of ivory inlaid with ara- 
besques and designs in gold ; she kissed the medal and 
devoutly prayed to the Holy Virgin to cast her merciful 
eyes upon the poor youth, to protect him in dangers, to 
defend him in attack, to watch over him in all places ; 
and above all, that she would not abandon him at the 
hour of his death, but that she would touch his heart 
and inspire it with repentance, with light, and the grace 
of salvation. 

As soon as this was done, the professor of English en- 
tered ; and after her lesson was over, she said to him : 
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" Will you have the kindness, Mr. Alfred, to do a par- 
ticular favor V* 

" Dispose of me, Miss," replied Alfred ; " you are so 
good and aflFable that I should be delighted to render 
you a service." 

She then produced the little casket, and with a slight 
blush and downcast eyes, said : " You told me that your 
friend Aser was on the eve of his departure to the war; 
will you have the goodness to present to him, in the 
name of a young Roman lady, this medal of the Ma- 
flonna, and to request him to wear it round his neck and 
/on no account ever lay it aside ? But I most particu- 
larly desire you not to mention my name ; Aser will 
accept this little gift, whoever may be the donor, if I 
am not mistaken in his courtesy towards all." 

Alfred, after leaving the house of Alisa, rested not a 
moment until he had found Aser, and overtook him as 
he was returning home. He appeared sad and dejected, 
and regretted exceedingly that he had to depart that 
evening without having seen Alisa, even at a distance, 
though he had waited to see her that morning as she 
returned from Mass at St. Marcellus. Alfred joined 
him with a lightsome heart, though in an air somewhat 
mysterious : " I bring you good news," said he. 

'^ What is it ?" asked Aser, in the dejected tone of 
one who had lost all curiosity. 

" Something which, I am sure, will be agreeable to 
you." 

" Make haste, then, and tell me ; for I am very much 
engaged in making preparations for our departure." 

Alfred, drawing forth the locket and opening it de- 
liberately, held it suspended by the lid and said to Aser, 
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who was looking at it : "A young Roman lady sends 
you this handsome present ; and as there must be no 
secrets between friends, although I was commanded to 
conceal her name, learn that this beautiful medal of the^ ^ 
Madonna " — and he drew it from the casket — "is sent to 
you by Alisa, who earnestly requests that you wear it 
always round your neck for love of her." 

Aser trembled in every limb ; a fever heat was sue- ' 
ceeded by icy coldness, drops of perspiration stood upon 
his forehead, and his heart beat and throbbed within his 
bosom. With a convulsive motion he took the medal, 
and without daring to fix his eyes upon the image of the 
Madonna, he passed the cord round his neck ; and taking 
the medal in his right hand, pressed it forcibly to his 
heart. J' A]fT^(\/* ho exclaimed, "tell thai ailgcl, t hat 
I swear nevfer to remove it o q f ini ^ tf^t ^' r i i i v*y ^ \ ^ vi^ ; 
nftver ! Tfill hfir tlint wit.b t^iia a\^\t>U T will />ATifrnTifj 
sin gle-ha nded, squadro ns of horse ^^^^^ ; T ^^^ advance 
to thriTimifhn nr tnoivrt ijlrryj ^tiH nnithnr mrnrfl nnr fir n ^ 
^Q hurt me. (Jarrytb her my adieus .... tell her to 
pray for me.*' And as if agitated by a fever, he imme- 
diately sought to take his leave of Alfred, that he might 
remain alone with his own thoughts. 

As soon as he was by himself, he threw himself upon 
his knees in the middle of his room, bent his proud 
head to the floor, then with a loud sigh, he raised his 
head and eyes towards heaven, and pressing the medal 
to his heart — " God of heaven," cried he, " thou knowest 
that I am not a Christian ; apply to the image of this 
Virgin, who is of the house of Jacob, and daughter of 
David, those benedictions which thou hast promised to 
our fathers. Look not upon my iniquity, but behold 
the innocence of Alisa, who imitates the purity of this 

20* 
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Mother of Sion, whom thou hast called in the prophets 
the ' Flower of Jesse/ " 

He arose with serenity in his heart ; he felt for a 
moment a calm which he had never experienced when 
he left the impious meetings of the secret societies : 
happy would he have been if he had never again per- 
mitted himself to be vanquished by the spirit of evil, 
which dragged him into the accursed path of the impious, 
and the whirlpool of conspiracies. 

Bartolo, still obstinately pursuing his Utopia of the 
Italian Confederation, which, according to him would 
have regenerated, to an immortal felicity, the States of 
the Peninsula, did not perceive the fresh misfortunes 
which the malignant influence of Young Italy was pre- 
paring for it. Blinded by the hypocrisy w hich pro- 

n OUnced f l^ia wnrH^Aly ar\fi pVirintinri , lin Hiw^Ii^fili plea- 

suF^^ he crosses wit hj^jfh tb^ ffH^i^rfl wfr^ adorned, 
and hewas lirmly persuaded that to expel the Austrians 
from Lombardy was a service as meritorious as the ex- 
^ pulsion of the Saracens from Palestine, and the liberation 
of the Holy Sepulchre. 

There were in Rome and Ital y at this period many 
prie atSy monks, and excellentmen. who M l into the 
gftjTiA piiejjl g^ error ! And it was even dangerous to 
express doubts, for they were pronoimced a proof of 
opposition to the public good, no less a sin than felony, 
and a sacrilege. 

When Bartolo, in the uniform of the Civic Guard, was 
on the point of going out to his quarters, his sister-in- 
law, Adele, entered his apartment in breathless haste, and 
falling heavily into a chair, she said, with tears flowing 
down her face : "Ah, dear Bartolo, help me in the name 
of charity ; help a poor mother ; take pity on my dis- 
tress!" 
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" What ails you, Adele ? What has happened ?" 

^^ Ah, Bartolo, Mimo and Lando are bent upon setting 
out to this war ; dear J3artolo, for the love of tEe Most 
Holy Mary, come with me and dissuade them from this 
dreadful design. My husband, my daughter, and little 
Xavier are in despair ; Nanna throws herself upon their 
necks in turns, while their brother, Xavier, clasps their 
knees. It is useless ; they are unrelenting. Run, Bar- 
tolo : I took away their muskets, and locked them up in 
my room, but they threaten to burst open the door. 
Run, Bartolo, for the love of God." 

Bartolo put on his helmet, and hastened out with 
Adele leaning on his arm; but in reaching the house 
they heard loud sounds of grief, lamentations, and weep- 
ing. 

"What is this," cried Adele. 

"Ah, Mamma," said little Xavier, " Lando has been so 
angry with papa, because he wouldn't give him any 

broke i t open, j gj t.^^)^ big g^^T. ar^A ggvo Mi'tt^q j^^a^ gWt 
fli^>jrggWg,^^!way f a f>iA RnpiATi9;ft. f,^ join the Icgiou of 
students w herpi the drum had alrfiady beaten for the 
dep arture. " 

Adele fell back insensible ; tbfe good Nanna, with the 
help of Bartolo, laid her upon the sofa, and then ran for 
some water and vinegar. Bartolo hurried back to seek 
his nephews ; and not finding them at the Sapienza, he 
jumped into a carriage in the Piazza Sant' Eustachio, and 
passed rapidly through the Ripetta to overtake them at 
the Piazza del Popolo, where they were to halt until they 
were joined by the skirmishers of Aser. 

When the sharpshooters of the Sapienza arrived, Bar- 
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tolo joined his two nephews, and began mildly to per- 
suade them to return home. He laid before them the 
' grief of their father, and the despair of their mother, 
whom he had left insensible and on the point of death. 
Let them come and restore her to life ; they might then, 
at their leisure, join the other troops. 

The two young men, whose hearts had been hardened 
by the crafty and seditious conspirators, replied harshly 
to their uncle. They were determined to go ; their coun- 
try was more holy than the weaknesses of a mother ; let 
him think only of forwarding them money to Ancona. 
Bartolo tried to insist, but a crowd of depraved young 
men, one-fourth of whom were sons who had fled from 
the arms of their mothers, drew around him, and begin- 
ning at first to murmur, at length broke out in scurrilous 
invectives and threats : jlBg ^ff ; y ou're a black ; a filthy 
pTir^tif'V' » ■ ^^^ Sfltrrigtnn; nT iT ^ ijr K^fti gflTtn rT ~1^wii 
w ith him ; he ^ga Jesuit.'' And the wretched Bartolo, 
seeing themToBnEe^poIUt of resorting to violence, and 
drawing their daggers, hastened back to his carriage, and 
regained his house in consternation, beginning at length 
to taste the bitter fruits produced by the tree of Italian 
liberty. 

He reached home consumed with melancholy, and with 
a mind disturbed by the thoughts of his sister-in-law. 

" Well, father, how have you succeeded with my cou- 
sins V said Alisa. 

" Alas, what times, my daughter ! how shameless, out- 
rageous, and unnatural ! Mimo and Lando, formerly good 
rftnd niYW'lif)mfctg liniiL i. have become wo rse than bears and 
serpents. What cruelty! what feroSty !'* 

" Ah, father, my aimt told you how the Roman youth 
were becoming ruined in those wicked barracks, and you 
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excused them, and considered her unnecessarily timid 
and scrupulous. But it seems she was right. But Lando, 
who was so pious ! Ah, father — " 

" Say no more, my child ; you are right ; I really 
never thought it would come to this." 

At this moment the old steward entered the room, to 
lay before him certain accounts ; he was in deep dejec- 
tion, because his grandson had secretly left his home to 
join the army. 

" Look you, Signor Bartolo, the Pope may proclaim 
from the Quirinal that he prays for Italy ; that he loves 
peace ; that he is at war with no one ; that all Christians 
are his children ; that he loves them all, and embraces 
them all, and that not one of them is an alien to his 
heart ; that his brave Roman soldiers advance only as 
far as the frontiers of his States ; and that if they are 
assailed, they must defend, but not pass beyond them. 
Yes, truly, these fellows are very likely to obey the voice 
of their father and sovereign. *What will you wager that 
these madmen will not cross the boundaries, and commit 
violence and excess upon the Veneto ?" 

" As to that, I think Pius IX. has spoken too dis- 
tinctly, that he would war with no one, and that he had 
no intention of playing the conqueror ; and he has al- 
ready given' his orders to the generals, Durando and 
Ferrari. They know that their soldiers will not dare to 
disobey." 

" Yes, you suppose excuses will be wanting to those 
vonn g RCQundrela? They would not hesitate to drag 
their generals along with them ; "and even if their gene- 
rals, and colonels, and ci^ptains were, without exception, 
' faithful to the commands of the Pope, their soldiers would 
transplant them beyond the Po, like so many cabbages. 
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But don't imagine that the Captains Masi, Galetti, and 
Del-Grande are the men to sit down in the shade on the 
southern bank of the Po, videbimu% infra. Signer Bar- 
tolo, will you have the goodness to sign these papers ?" 

Alisa, who had retired to her own apartments, had oc- 
casion to go, for a pair of scissors, into the cabinet of 
Polissena, who had gone down to the hall to speak to a 
servant. While she was looking about for the sciBsors, 
she saw, on one side, a chair covered with a large silk 
handkerchief, which she raised up a little, and discovered 
beneath it, folded neatly, a military uniform. The young 
lady looked at it with wondering curiosity ; she unfolded 
the lappets, took up the red trowsers, turned them over, 
and saw beneath, a black varnished belt, to which was 
attached a sword with a gilded hilt. Hearing Polissena 
enter, " Oh,*' said she, " how came this soldier's uniform 
here ?" 

" That young man, Perugino, who is to set out to-mor- 
row with the second regiiAent, directed it to be left here, 
because, as he had to go to Frascati this morning, the 
tailor didn't find him at home. He will send for it to- 
night." 

That night Bartolo was on guard ; he therefore took 
his cofiee with Polissena, his daughter, and a few friends. 
When he went out, he turned to the two ladies, and say- 
ing, as he was accustomed, when he passed the night at 
his quarters, " Good-bye, till morning — and you, Alisa, 
you seem in low spirits; go to rest early." — "Yes, 
father, I have a slight headache. My cousins' cruel de- 
parture has given me much pain." 

Rome was in the mean time, in a commotion ; on the 
one hand fierce rejoicing was heard, and on the other, 
the most agonizing sorrow prevailed ; the Jacobins were 
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moving in triumph through the Corso ; they marched to 
and fro, hurrying from street to street, everywhere en- 
couraging those who were leaving, shaking hands and 
exclaiming : " Hurrah ! Farewell ! Success to the war- 
riors of Italy ! Independence for ever ! Return quickly 
in triumph over the foreigner — Cleave not one of them 
upon the soil of Italy !" 

" No," they replied, " not one shall remain ! But you, 
brethren, let us not, on our return, find a single Jesuit 
in Rome. This is our last will and testament, that not 
one remain.'* 

"We swear it," they shouted madly ; " march on ; be 
assured that we'll rid Rome of all such contamination. 
' D ^th to the J esuits ! Long live Pius IX. !' " 

A will worthy ot the men who made il, aiid worthy of 
those who received and swore to execute it. Crod will 
bless a war commenced under such pious and holy 
auspices, and will give to Italy a liberty begun by pro- 
scription ! 

If we pass to the Piazza del Popolo, there we find in- 
consolable mothers, deserted wives, daughters, and sisters 
weeping, betrothed young women lamenting ; there was 
loud and bitter wailing, a woe which refused to be com- 
forted. They beckoned with wild gestures, stretched 
out their arms, clapped their hands, and tore their hair ; 
yet those unnatural men remained insensible to their 
distress. 

About midnight, Bartolo, full of anxiety for Alisa, 
whom he had left apparently indisposed, slipped back to 
his house to inquire about her. He entered under the 
portico, and was about to go up the steps, when he 
thought he heard the sound of voices in the little court 
of the wash houses ; he stood in suspense, listened and 
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distinguished the voice of PoUssena. He approached 
the door, and again listened without speaking ; but he 
could only understand a few broken phrases. "Oh, 
Alisa sleeps .... Ah, Mimo cannot part from me . • • • 
he loves me passionately .... I desert him ?" 

Bartolo bit his lips with paBsion. " Ah ! the vagabond," 
said he to himself. " Ah, traitress ! So you are making 
love to my nephew ! You have seduced him ! Now I see ! 
Ay, now ! now ! It's all clear about his coming to my 
house so often at dusk. But he's gone, my good lady, 
he has slipped you : don't fear, hypocrite, when he re- 
turns he shall find you no more in my house. We'll see 
in the morning." 

He moved back softly on tiptoe, passed through the 
portico into the street, and posted himself in the dark- 
ness of a doorway, opposite, to see if he could recognise 
the man with whom she was speaking. In a few minutes 
two soldiers of the Civic Guard came out, wrapped in 
their cloaks, and walked away rapidly, without his being 
able to recognise them. " Why," he muttered, " it seems 
she had two there ; and who knows how many nights she 
has been playing this game at my house ? How long have 
my angel, Alisa, and I been sleeping in fancied security, 
while she was holding her nocturnal appointments at my 
house ? But to-morrow !" and he bit his thumb and gazed 
at the stars. All that night he paced backward and for- 
ward, smoking at his quarters, but the cigars were de- 
testable ; he tried to sit down, then rose again and leaned 
awhile against the column of the sentinel's box; then 
took a few steps, and again stood thoughtfully. He went 
his rounds, and asked the password for the night, and, 
having turned out the guard, he tried to obtain a little 
rest in sleep. But it would not do, his indignation, and 
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the unpleasant thoughts which would obtrude upon his 
mind, drove away sleep. At one moment he thought 
of one measure, the next he rejected it for another ; for, ^ 
thought he : " She is backed by all those champions of 
Italy, and I should only fare the worse. To expel her, 
that's simple enough ; but to save the name of Alisa, there's 
the diflSculty. My poor sweet child, into what hands has 
she fallen ! What a senseless stork am I to have been so 
blind ; her conversation was unbecoming, but I excused 
her faults by laying them to the account of her sincerity 
and her enthusiasm in the cause of Italy. I've found her 
out at last ; better late than never." 

With these thoughts, about half-past seven in the 
morning he went home to breakfast, as usual, when he 
was on duty. He went straight to Alisa's room, and 
found her already dressed and engaged in prayer. 
** Good morning, my dearest ; how are you V 

<< WftH^ fnthftr. THI just SaV a rpq^^^ftTYi fnr my dear 

mother, an d be with you in a moment." , 

Bartolo went into the dining-room : breakfast was 
brought in, and behind it came Alisa, who kissed her 
father's hand ; and taking her seat beside him, she of- 
fered him the sugar, and took up the coffee. "And 
Polissena, is she not coming ?" asked Bartolo. 

" She has not yet left her room," replied Alisa. 

He waited a little, and then said impatiently to the 
footman : " Tell Mariaccia to call her." 

Mariaccia, the chambermaid, went and knocked at 
Polissena's door ; but receiving no answer, she called out, 
" She does not answer — she must have gone out early." 

Bartolo turned to the footman, " At what o'clock did 
Signora Polissena go out this morning ?" 

" I have not seen her at all," replied the man ; " and 

VOL. T. 21 
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• 

I have never been out of the entrance-hall where I was 
cleaning the lamps/' 

" Mariaccia/* said Bartolo, " go to her room and tell 
her that we are waiting for her at breakfast. She goes 
]bo bed so late that she can't get up in the morning !" 

The chambermaid, in a minute or two, came back 
wondering, and said, " She's not in her room. I don't 
understand it at all ; the bed has never been touched ; 
she certainly has never laid down last night, for I found 
her cap and night-gown just as I placed them last night. 
Besides, her every-day clothes are lying here and there 
upon the chairs ; and I think she can't have gone out, 
for her bonnet, gloves, and shawl are each hanging in 
their places." 

Bartolo was amazed ; but recovering himself, he said 
quietly, " Well, I'll go myself." Alisa rose to accom- 
pany him. " No, drink your coffee ; I shall be back 
immediately." 

He went into Polissena's room, shut the door, took a 
rapid survey, and passed into the cabinet, in which he 
found the door of the secret stairs open ; he went down 
and found the little door which led to the wash-houses 
likewise open, and could no longer doubt that Polissena 
had passed out that way to some nocturnal visit. He then 
waited for some time at the foot of the stairs in the expec- 
tation of surprising her as she entered; saying to him- 
self : " The vagabond ! it can't be long before she comes 
back, for she knows that it is the hour for breakfast. 
Ah ! another thing ; I have kept the keys of these doors 
in my room, she must therefore either have got them by 
stealth or have used a pick-lock — and here is the house 
wide open, and whatever else may have happened, we 
.might have been seized and robbed during the night 
with perfect ease." 
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As she did not return, he went up again to avoid 
any suspicion to Alisa of the real state of things ; and 
returning to the breakfast-room, he said to the footman, 
" Angiolo, you're a pretty doorkeeper, really ! Signora 
Polissena has gone out early, and you never perceived 
it! Well done!" 

" Yet, signer, pardon,*' replied Angiolo, " at seven 
o'clock, I drew the bolts of the hall-door." 

" Ah ! you only dreamt that you drew them." 

"Believe me" — 

" What ! you still answer, rascal ? begone !" And 
poor Angiolo withdrew, quite mortified. 

Bartolo then said to Alisa : " I must return to the 
barracks — I have already been too long. When Polis- 
sena returns bid her good morning, and tell her that we 
waited for her at breakfast." As he left the house, he 
walked slowly, looking round to see if the devout young 
lady was anywhere on her return from mass ; but he did 
not happen to meet her. When he arrived at his quar- 
ters, he found a knot of officers, who, in speaking alto- 
gether of the departure of the first legion, were making 
a disturbance that was almost deafening. " They set 
out at four o'clock." — " No ; at a quarter past four." — 
"No, it was not so." — "Yes, yes. I heard from the 
Piazza di Spagna the clock of the Propaganda." — " The 
colonel on that splendid white charger." — "Why it was 
a dapple gray." — " You must surely have been blind ; it 
was a bay; the white one was the adjutant's." — "No, 
•no."—" Yes, yes." 

At this moment they perceived Bartolo ; in a moment 
all were silent, eyeing and winking at each other in a 
meaning way : " What news, friends ?" asked Bar- 
tolo. 
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" You have enough at home, I should think/' replied 
a young man, nodding the plume of his helmet. " Have 
you seen Polissena this morning V 

"No, she went out very early." At this they all 
laughed. " What makes you laugh ?" asked Bartolo. 

" Y e m * P e liooona/' roj o inod a captain, ** was vei-y 

early, t.hn.t'ri ctortnin — In Bhoit, du yua nut kno w that 

/she is g one like an Amazon, dressed as a sol dier ? And 

I how hriskly she looked in her red pantaloons and tunic ! 

' And with what dexterity she carried her musket on her 

shoulder, and her sword by her side !'' 

" How V interrupted Bartolo ; " I must be dream- 
ing." 

"Dream as much as you like," replied the other; 
" but Polissena started this morning with the legion to 
the deliverance of Italy. The lady ! how bold she was ! 
She was offered the wagon of ambulance, but she re- 
fused it and determined to march on foot. All applauded 
and extolled her ; and the colonel, charmed with so 
much courage in a young lady, instantly created her 
JEnsign of the first company, placed in her hands the 
tricolor flag, with which she was delighted ; and as there 
were no gold epaulettes there on the piazza, a sergeant of 
the sixth battalion of the Civic Guard detached his own, 
and fastened them on the shoulders of Polissena, while 
all the soldiers shouted : ' Long live our Ensign of the 
first company !' " 

In the mean time, Alisa, waiting for Polissena, had 
returned to her little study ; and as she approached the ' 
table her eyes fell upon a letter, directed to her in the 
handwriting of Polissena. ^" What is this ?** She opened 
it hurriedly, and read : 
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" My Dear — ^My country calls me, and I respond to 
her call ; she invites me to the restoration of her liberty, 
and I hesitate not ; she imposes upon me the task of 
expelling the foreigner from her soil, and I obey. Who- 
ever has the heart of an Italian can never remain in 
inactivity ; and while the heroic sons of Italy face the 
perils of battle, it is an indelible disgrace to remain at 
home in luxury. 

" Alisa, thanks to your bigotry, you are insensible to 
the reproaches of your country, because you do not im- 
derstand them> I wished to mflVo ymi v ii l i.iiil j n lii uw i rT^ , 
li ormfi — 1^ Hf kord^ Tfalicin nnd yrru h ft vr in^m r rl fr hm 
my hands an insipid and despicable votary of supersti- 
tion ^ Remain then with y our Mad^T ^ni md y n nr Ajrn un 
Dei — I march to th e war : I wished to inspire you with 
a virtue^Vlli(ih WouIdT render you magnanimous and dear 
to the hearts of men of wisdom ; but civil Christianity, 
which progresses with the march of nations, is not a 
religion of mean spirits and of minds of narrow views. 
Yours is too limited to admit humanitary ideas and the 
worship of your country; the nuns infused into it a 
piety — the vulgar and common piety of the middle ages — 
which feeds upon rosaries, novenas, masses, and commu- 
nions. That is the Christianity of the Jesuits ; you are 
incapable of elevating your mind to that noble, sublime, 
divi ne religion of Giober ti ; so be it with you. ^ 

"Pay respects to your father;" ^^ ought to have joined 
in this war ! But your father would have Italy free, 
and the queen of nations, without moving a finger in its 
behalf; but, all for the Pope as he is, he would have no 
other Italy but one of mitres, red hats, and triple dia- 
dems. Such was the Italy of Gregory VII., and of 

21* 
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Alexander II. ; and lye are seeking the Italy of Guerazzi, 

, — Pftfrioj and Ma^'^^"^ "" • 

*^ Will you have the goodness, dear Alisa, to give an 
eye to my few effects — I have already placed them in 
my trunks ; and I desire you to tell Mariaccia to put them 
in the wardrobes : all the linen is in the drawers of the 
clothes-press. I have taken with me nothing but hand- 
kerchiefs and stockings, which alone can be of use to me 
in war. Adieu ! Tours, &c. 

" POLISSENA." 

Bartolo could scarcely overcome his astonishment ; at 
length, turning to a captain of his battalion, he requested 
him to substitute some other oflScer in his place for 
that day, and engaged afterwards to take his turn on 
guard ; when this request was courteously granted, he 
hastened to his dwelling, where he found Alisa in a state 
of consternation, and almost beside herself, in conse- 
quence of this unexpected occurrence. Thinking it un- 
wise to leave her alone during these first moments, he 
ordered his carriage, and sent her to the house of his 
sister-in law, where she and her cousin might mutually 
console each other, and she would at the same time be a 
source of comfort to her aunt. 

In the mean time he walked from one room to another, 
like one in a dream ; the ridicule and the jeers which 
would everywhere meet him, all rushed through his mind, 
as well as the censure he would receive among all sen- 
sible men, for having placed his daughter under the care 
of a wicked and shameless adventuress, who had so 
cruelly reproached her. 

While all this was passing through his mind, he entered 
Polissena*s cabinet, where he saw in the first place, the 
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remains of a number of burnt letters. He took up seve- 
ral fragments which had escaped the fire, and on one, he J 
read " Reven. . . We must slay Giulio Mer. ..." On/ 
another, " We will rid the world of monks, priests, and] 
cardin. . . .'* And on another piece were the words, 
"Protestant . . . Rome, free and happy." 
. Bartolo next opened the writing-desk, in which he 
found the envelopes of numerous letters, bearing the fic- 
titious names by which the conspirators were in the 
habit of addressing each other, with the post-marks of 
the north of Italy, of Tuscany, Switzerland, and even 
England. All these, the excellent young lady inquired 
for, and received at the post-oflSce herself. Opening the 
desk still wider, and bending down to examine every part 
of it, he perceived in the farthest corner, a beautiful 
little casket of ebony, evidently forgotten in her hurry, 
by Polissena, who had not even removed the key. 

His curiosity prevailed, and he opened it ; he found it 
divided into three compartments, each of which was 
filled with neatly folded letters, some tied with silk 
thread; he then proceeded to open them. The first 
which he unfolded proved to be the document which ad- 
Tnittfd Pnljfin r nn nti i > i n i iii lir i irf ^^ Yn ii M[; Thily," m i ii rr 
th e name of Ameth t fBt, In anj )ther, she was praised for 
her notable services to the " Sacred Alliance." In ano- 
ther, the Grand Committee created her an Enroller of 
the first class, and assigned her many districts besides 
that of Rome. In another, fastened with a black tape, 
were the proscriptions, and the sentences of death with 
which she was furnished, as a warning against traitors 
and the stispected. 

A cold sweat bathed the face of Bartolo, as he read 
the names of several of these intended victims, and he 
was almost deterred from opening any other papers. 
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But taking courage, he discovered in the last division of 
the box, a single sheet of paper, which contained a list 
of the accepted members of that infernal association. 
What names he read therein ! What hypocrisy was 
immasked before his eyes at that moment ! What trea- 
chery among men, who, by their position and their 
I oflBces, owed to God, to their sovereign, and to the state, 
a fidelity which they feigned to be unblemished before 
the world, but which they wickedly violated in secret ! 
I How many rash young men! How many women, 
who, in the eyes of the world, were irreproachable and 
pious. 

He hurriedly folded this document ; he repented that 
he had read it ; he wished to blot out from his memory 
the names which forced themselves upon his mind with 
persecuting pertinacity ; he closed his eyes, — there they 
were still ; he shook his head like one who tries with 
contempt to banish some thought which will still intrude ; 
he scrupulously replaced everything, and closed the 
desk ; he looked around, as if he feared some one's ob- 
servation, and said to himself, 

" Now if that wretch should remember this unlocked 
box ? And if she should suspect that I have seen it, I" 
am a dead man;" and he re-opened it again. "Every- 
thing is exactly as it was; no, not that way, — a little 
nearer the corner; so.'* 

At the moment when Bartolo left the room of Polis- 
sena he heard a loud altercation in the entrance-hall, and 
could distinguish the angry voice of Angiolo. "No, 
gentlemen, no : either tell me your names, or I will not 
announce you to my master." The cook and the scul- 
lion had run there also, and the dispute was becoming 
more serious. Bartolo rang the bell. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

SISTER OMBELLINA. 

At San Gallo, outside the gates of Florence, flow 
the crystal waters of the Mugnone, which, descending 
from the mountains of Fiesole, fall murmuring down the 
slopes, and over the rocks, and wander through the vales 
with innumerable windings until they lose themselves in 
the Arno. The valley, taking its name from the stream, 
is called the Val di Mv^none ; and its jutting banks, 
bounded by beautiful hills, covered with olives, vines, and 
the fruit trees of every climate, while their summits are 
crowned with villages, pastures, and gardens, render it 
one of the most smiling and delightful spots in the envi- 
rons of Florence. About half-way up the valley, where 
the hills encroach somewhat more upon a level, and 
where the torrent flows within narrower banks, there 
opens to the view a beautiful esplanade; upon this, 
among the high trees which protect it with their shade, 
stands an humble and solitary monastery of Virgins 
consecrated to God. This monastery is concealed, on 
all sides, from the eye of the traveller who passes on to 
ascend to the majestic Abbey of St. Jerome, without be- 
stowing upon it a single glance, reserving all his admira- 
tion for that great edifice which crowns the valley, a 
monument of the munificence of Cosimo, the ancient 
father of his country. The humble virgin who turned 
her back upon the world, and secluded herself, with a 
few sisters, within these poor walls, was removed frvom 
the proud disdain of human grandeur and vanity, which 
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value not, and know not the heavenly sublimity of divine 
poverty. 

That lady, so mean and despicable in the eyes of the 
world, formed the magnanimous resolution of establish- 
ing in this solitary recess, the primitive rule of St. Bene- 
dict, with the sweet but severe and arduous fruits of 
poverty, silence, contemplation, and penance. The few 
courageous young ladies who followed her in that ex- 
alted purpose, bade adieu to maternal endearments of 
parental home, to the society of their brothers, and the 
sweet . converse of their companions, and buried them- 
selves in this cloister, and as far as was possible, erased 
from their minds all remembrance of the living. The 
moment they crossed the threshold of this profound soli- 
tude, their hair was cut off, their heads veiled, sackcloth 
became their clothing, and their lips were sealed to every 
conversation ; a cell, a crucifix, a straw mattrass, a small 
lamp, and sharp discipline, become the only furniture 
with which they were provided. Their sustenance was 
herbs, vegetables, and brown bread ; their sleep was in- 
terrupted : at midnight they descended to the choir, where 
they sung the divine oflSce standing, and such was the 
length of the pauses, and so protracted was the cadence 
that the dawn frequently surprised them while still 
intent upon their chants. 

During the long day they saw each other only after 
the midday repast, and even then in profound silence. 
One alone, by the invitation of the superioress, spoke on 
some topic relating to God, of the sweets of interior life, 
of the comforts of suffering, the ineffable delights of the 
cross, the consolations of contemplation, the treasures of 
poverty, the sublime concieptions of the humility of 
Jesus, the fruits of the redemption, and the voice of that 
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innocent blood, which continually ascends before the 
throne of God, washing away our faults, and sins, ob- 
taining for us pardon, and opening for us momentarily 
the gates of heaven. " Suffering for us eternal joys,*' — 
behold such was the exalted motto of those virgins of 
God. 

While these devout hand-maids of Christ were leading 
this angelic life, there lived in Florence a young lady of 
surpassing beauty, of great talents, kind and affable in 
her manners, while these natural endowments were im- 
proved by a refined education. 

These united qualities made her the admiration of 
every evening party or festival at which she was present, 
and she was courted by all. She performed admirably 
upon the harp, and accompanied it with a voice of such 
sweetness and delicacy that it rendered her beauty still 
more captivating ; and in those pleasant evening parties 
she was the queen of the company and the enchantress 
of hearts. These natural gifts are full of peril and 
danger to a young lady, and not unfrequently, prove a 
source of bitter tears and endless remorse. 

It happened one evening, she was playing and sing- 
ing in the midst of a select and brilliant circle of ladies 
and young gentlemen, and in the company, among 
many foreigners, who constantly met in Florence, there 
was a rich English lord, who on beholding her skill, and 
hearing the entrancing sweetness of her voice, was cap- 
tivated by her charms, and so deep was his admiration 
that he appeared insensible to all around, and betrayed 
his passion for her in the most extravagant and unguarded 
manner. TJjeprudence and discrim ination of Ombellin a 
pointed out to heTTthat the noblllty^f her distinguished 
snito i * ' V f as au luHupuiable barrier to thtii uuluiJ, aii T3K e 



V- 



252 THE JEW OF VERONA. 

was only the daughter of a musician of the theatre of the 
Pergola, and that, even should he so far forget his 
dignity as to be willing at all events to make her his 
wife, she could never be persuaded to give her consent. 

Such, however, was the unceasing and violent impor- 
tunity of his pursuit, that Ombellina, after fervently 
praying fo r light and grace from Almig^hty God, deter- 
mi ned to reject his proposa ls, and retire from the world. 
The sile nt solitude of t he Val di Mugnone, the humble 
cloiSt STof which we have spoken ; the heave niyncnnver- 
sation of those virgins^ j hf? ppnitftnt/rfttirfti; a rFTtiufftf^rf 
life of that holy foundation, attrac ted her ma gnanimous 
e^tt U^ anjL biddillgn i idicu to the ca r thVoho de dicated to 
Christ the flower of her beauty, and the spotl ess white- 
ness of herjnnoceneer -:> 

The spectacle of a young lady of seventeen, beautiful, 
full of animation, and possessed of the most brilliant ac- 
complishments, burying herself voluntarily in a cloister 
and live there happily, presents to human blindness a 
mystery which is insolvable. If the world should ask ■ 
some young novice, in the first fervor of her noviciate, 
and her answer is, that she is consumed with impatience 
for the arrival of that happy moment in which she is to 
pour forth the vows of her profession. If it proceeds to 
question some nun, already professed, it hears her call 
down blessings upon the moment when she was elevated 
to the dignity of spouse of God, and listens to het pro- 
testations, that she would not exchange the noble and 
sublime sacrifice which she has made, for the position of 
the highest and most envied empress of the earth. If it 
next accosts some matron of venerable age, who has 
passed thirty or forty years, debarred of all the plea- 
sures of the world, and it beholds her shed tears of joy, 
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and thank the God of all goodness that He has granted 
her the grace of holy perseverance, and she hastens, un- 
daunted and secure, to the moment of her dissolution to 
unite herself with her Divine spouse, who awaits her with 
his eternal joys. 

Amidst the disrepute into which a religious life has 
fallen, in the profane civilization of latter days, the 
Church derives the consolation, that the virgin who con- 
secrates herself to God, does it with a free will, and with 
a resolution superior to all worldly affections ; that her 
soul tastes the full conviction which came from the light 
of grace, and that the heart enjoys all its sweetest and 
purest delights. In our days the Nun of Monza has be- 
come a fiction,* and so far from deceiving and seducing 
youth to enter the cloister, no arts are spared to divert 
them from the holy resolution ; and where artifice fails, 
parents not unfrequently have recourse to absolute 
violence. 

Ombellina was not discouraged by the aspect of this 
life of penance ; but, fortified by prayer, and with the 
holy courage infused by an entire abandonment of her- 
self to God, she confronted with a bold heart the dangers 
of a battle with his enemies, whom she defeated with the 
arms of her Lord ; and, binding them with an imperish- 
able chain, made them obedient slaves in the service of 
Christ. Those generous and aged victors in the war 
against the passions, wondered exceedingly at the alac- 
rity of Ombellina in the struggles of this new palaestra ; 
they beheld her surpassing her companions in the no- 
viciate in silence, in humility, in the internal and external 
mortification of the senses, and, above all, in that charity 

• An allnsion to thai most noble of historical romances, the " Promessi 
Spose'^ of Alexander Manzoni. 
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which made her the solicitous servant of the servants of 
God. Having been appointed companion to the sister 
infirmarian, day and night she watched over the sick beds 
of the sisters ; there was no occupation to which she did 
not demean herself; no consolation which she did not 
seek to afford ; no suffering which she did not endeavor 
to soothe and alleviate. In the choir, her voice thrilled 
clear and brilliant above all others ; and on solemn feasts 
she ^accompanied upon the organ the psalms, the hymns, 
the mass, and the beautiful chants of the holy commu- 
nion. 

Thus, in the exercise of every virtue, she spent ten 
laborious years, when her Lord, wishing to purify her, 
like gold in the crucible, tried her with a long and pain- 
ful illness, during which some of her limbs were paralysed. 
Her tranquil soul, in the midst of the most acute suffer- 
ing, never lost its mild serenity, nor that holy joy, that 
exterior sweetness, those angelic manners, which carried 
away the hearts of the sisters. 

Although stretched upon her sick bed, or supported 
by pillows, her hands were ever employed, and unless 
otherwise directed, she occupied herself in making lint 
and bandages for the use of the wounded at the hospital 
of Santa Maria Nuova. When alone, she passed her 
time in the contemplation of the sufferings of her Divine 
spouse upon the cross ; her sighs were aspirations of love, 
and her words were expressions of grateful thanks to 
God, who had deigned to send her a proof of his love, by 
afflicting her with sufferings. 

In the midst of so much peace and spiritual joy, Om- 
bellina, in the recesses of her heart, yet concealed one 
secret source of grief, which held her in unceasing an- 
guish, and urged her soul to beseech God with holy im- 
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portunity to grant to her the fulfilment of a most earnest 
desire, and the passionate longing with which, in her 
charity, she was consumed, ^mbelli n n y(i\^ thr m'nt r r of 
l^lissena, and wept inconsolably over her wanderings 
froiH the i;ruth, and especially her renunciation of her 
faith ; her vicious life, in which were included prevari- 
cation, her impiety, her hardness of heart, and contempt 
of God. 

Not only did Ombellina silently offer up to God, in 
behalf of Polissena, the sufferings of her infirmity, but 
every vow of her heart was devoted to obtain his grace to 
soften the hardness of that rock ; to render it tender and 
plastic under the operation of divine mercy. Although 
Polissena had always responded to her meek and sisterly 
admonitions with the most cruel indifference, Ombellina 
still clung steadfastly to her hopes, and taking fresh 
courage at every new repulse, she redoubled her impor- 
tunities at the door of the infinite goodness of her Sa- 
viour. 

Among the mysteries of human contradictions, is the 
spectacle of human souls which remain immersed in vice, 
while they admire virtue, and make it the confidant even 
of the errors into which they permit themselves to be hur- 
ried by the heat of their passions. Polissena, always deaf 
to the invitations of Ombellina, yet opened her heart to her 
with sincerity and candor on many occasions, informing 
her faithfully even of those acts which would draw upon 
her the just reproof of her sister. Hence, having re- 
solved to throw herself madly into the war of indepen- 
dence, and to fight as a soldier, she wrote to Ombellina 
a letter, full of jests and conceits it is true, and requested 
her to direct her answer to Bologna, where, in a few 
days, she would arrive with the Roman legion. 
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At this news the servant of Jesus became almost in- 
sensible, and in the violence of her anguish could not 
restrain her lamentations; she raised her eyes to the 
crucifix, and complained in these words to her Divine 
spouse : " Even thou, oh my Jesus ! Ah, is this the 
promise which thou madest to me to reward me with my 
Polissena ? Dost thou thus present her to me T* After 
thus sweetly alleviating her grief in long communion 
with^him, and beseeching his pardon for entertaining 
even a momentary doubt of his protection, she asked 
the sister infirmarian to reach her the small table and 
writing materials. She then wrote to Polissena the fol- 
lowing letter : 

My dear Sister : 

The grace and charity of God and the peace of the 
Holy Spirit be with you. The grievous news of your 
departure has pierced my soul as with an envenomed 
dart, which has almost brought it to destruction ; and 
had not the power of divine assistance hastened to my 
relief, my broken heart could never have survived. 

You tell me, dear sister, that you are marching to 
drive the foreigners from Italy, and tear down and anni- 
hilate tyranny. Vnilltl tf? ftfifl that ynn jrnriTj^ drive 
the foreign^ fi ncmy from your onn hea,iL, • flam^TS lthe 
d evil, and tfc fl^tl you w^^il^ ^^^fannf^ ^^^ tyrant ^j^^^ en- 
slaves you, that is sin ; to the power of this monster you 
have given over your soul, which has been redeemed by 
Christ, and made free by the ransom of his divine blood. 
That sublime liberty which renders you the empress of 
yourself, no external tyrant has power to turn into 
slavery ; but by your own will you can cast into the 
chains of sin the proudest and most cruel of all tyrants. 



THE JEW OF VERONA. 25T 

It is this which you ought to strive to drive from your- 
self, fighting in the war of Christ, the leader of the 
elect. 

Polissena, many years have I wept over you; my 
sighs ascend to God that he would restore you to your 
own heart ; that he would vivify the seed which he has 
sown in your soul ; that he would awaken your faith, 
and enkindle in your breast the most pure and delight- 
ful flame of charity. You know, dearest, how in* Flo- 
rence we were brought up piously in the " Qonventino^'' 
when our father lived in the Via de' Serragli. You were 
then so good, so modest, and so sweet-tempered. • 

At fifteen you went to Milan ; father to6k you and 
placed you under the care of that good lady who had 
been our benefactress ; would that she had lived longer, 
you would not then have been cast away ! Alas ! my 
own Polissena, you remained in a distant land, an orphan, 
accomplished and beautiful, skilled in music and in every 
polite art, but these accomplishments have seduced and 
led you astray. How my heart bleeds for you ! — But 
everytMtig haa an end ; now you are a woman of mature 
ySars, how can you still permit yourself to be ravished 
by the wild imaginations of youth ? That an insatiable 
longing for romantic pleasures should reign as a tyrant 
in the bosom of a young girl ; that she should demean 
herself in accordance with the inexperience of her years, 
at the mercy of the winds of human seductions, and the 
levity of her judgment, is conceivable; but at thirty 
years, ah ! Polissena ! 

T ^efi) again, what evil have the Austrians done you ? 
Are they not Christians and Catholics like ourselves ? 
And you hav e loined this cruaade ap^a.inst them'la.s if 
t hey were Tur ks or p^g^^ia ^ TTf^vft we perchance re- 

22* 
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turned to the age of the Albigenses ? Why do you pro- 
fane the holy cross against the true adorers of the cross ? 
Merciful God, what unheard-of folly ! Do you know, 
Polissena, against whom Italy ought to take the cross ? 
^ A gainst the real foreigner, aga inst the real tyrant that 
menaces it, nam ely, ^infi d pijty. Woe to um bcauli ful 
land It It should intadeit jJ:riumpE"Qver it, j ndenslavft 
iT! — It will plun deTand^ despoil it of everygoo3peveh 
of its supreme treasure of the holy faith of our Church. 

Therefore, Polissena, kiss the cross which you wear 
on your breast ; revere it, and return to yourself. If 
this reach you in Bologna, place it near your heart, listen 
to its admonitions ; come to me ; the charity of thy sis- 
ters will never repulse thee. But if you are still bent 
on going to this war, go, and may God and your good 
angel accompany you ! I, with six of my companions, 
pray for you unceasingly ; alternately, day and night, 
we will besiege the maternal heart of the most Holy 
Virgin, that she may overshadow you with the shield of 
her love. 

Polissena, accept the invitation of your sister ; come, 
comfort me, and receive upon your lips the kiss of peace 
which I give you in my heart. Ombellina.'' 



CHAPTER XXII. 

DETRACTION. 



In Rome, we left Bartolo, a few days back, in deep 
anxiety, in consequence of a curiosity which might cost 
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him nothing less than his life, and he was tormenting 
himself with doubts, when he was disturbed by the noise 
of a great quarrel, and had rung the bell to learn its 
cause. Thereupon, Angiolo, red with anger, entered his 
room, and Bartolo asked him what he was wrangling 
about, at the door, with whom, and on what account. 

"I*m doing my duty," replied Angiolo; "there are 
two rough-bearded fellows who came up, demanding 
Bartolo Capegli.*' 

" Do you take him for a tinker ?" said I. " Here lives 
the Signor Bartolo, my master." 

" We want to speak to him, and we'll do it." 

" And who are you ? Whom must I announce to my 
Signor?" 

"Make way, scoundrel! we're what we are." 

" My orders are to admit no one unless he give me 
his name, and surname ; is that clear ?" 

Then they put on a bullying air, and I called Chris- 
topher, who came running out with his apron on, and his 
cotton cap, and behind him, the scullion, with the pestle 
of the mortar in his hand. Their courage cooled pretty 
quick, I can tell you, and they spoke as innocent as two 
sanctified friars, and were beginning to say that they had 
came on an errand for the Signora Polissena, when I 
heard your bell. 

"Bring them into my cabinet," said Bartolo; and in 
the mean time he took from the chimney-piece, a brace of 
pistols, which he placed in his breast, ready in case of 
necessity. 

They came in, and bowing, said to him, with a bold 
and scrutinizing stare, 

"We have come from Storta, for a casket belonging 
to the lady Polissena." 
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" What casket do you mean, and where did she leave 
it ?** asked Bartolo, carelessly. 

" She told us she had forgotten it in her room, in a 
desk which stands on the right hand, near the window." 

" Come with me and we'll look for it. Did she give 
you the key of the casket V 

" It should be open ; it is of ebony, with white ara- 
besques, and a small steel key." 

Bartolo took them into Polissena*s room, and with 
well-affected ignorance, said, "Gentlemen, look for it 
yourselves." 

They examined several drawers, and at length, at the 
bottom, on the right hand, towards the window, they 
discovered the ebony casket. One of them took it out 
and said that was it. 

"Gentlemen," Bartolo replied, "your pardon, but I 
must lock it before your eyes ; I then wish to fold it, 
with the key, in a covering, and to seal it and add my 
signature. You will then give me a written receipt." 

This was accordingly done, and they departed, con- 
gratulating themselves in the full persuasion that Bar- 
tolo had neither touched nor seen it. Bartolo also 
thanked his stars, and felt that on the departure of that 
object from his house, he was delivered from the brood- 
[ ing of an evil spirit, by which he had been haunted. 

Alisa sought every means to comfort her aunt, for the 
departure of her sons to the war. The first days were 
passed in receiving the condolences or congratulations of 
her friends, some of whom said that Polissena was a 
young lady of singular talent, of excellent manners, and 
high mind, and one whose acquaintance and friendship 
was an honor and a subject of congratulation ; others, on 
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the contrary, did not spare her character, and gave an 
unsparing prominence to every failing. 

" Now, did I not always say so ? That hatchet-shaped 
visage of hers, and her turned-up nose, which seemed 
always pointing at the stars, was not to be mistaken. 
There was too much spite and reserve under them for 
me." 

" Did you ever notice those owl's eyes of hers ?'* added 
another. " She was called a beauty. Tastes differ ; 
but to me she seemed pretty much of a simpleton.** 

" Her dark-pale, livid complexion,'* continued a third, 
" was but an indifferent mark of a clear conscience ; and 
she never smiled, not even when my Bice, who you know 
is such a perfect little take-off, made all the rest of the 
company convulsed with laughter." 

" A very likely thing ! as if such as she, had any sort 
of sympathy with candid and ingenuous young girls; 
they have some one else to think about. And Polis- 
sena — but enough; she could but end as she has 
done" — 

" Is it possible ! Ah, how can you say such dreadful 
things !" 

" I know what I'm saying — Bartolo is too much of 
a book-worm — ^it suits us ladies. Believe me, the flight 
of Polissena was for Alisa the best thing that could have 
happened." 

But the good Adele, who never joined in all this 
gossip, one day took her niece to St. Marcellus, and re- 
quested a learned and prudent father to accompany her 
to Bartolo's house. When they reached it, the father 
entered Polissena's room and removed from it all the 
pernicious books with which it was incumbered ; and re- 
placed them with others, which, to a pure style and taste 
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joined sound instruction. Then turning to Alisa : " My 

deaf young lady/' said he, " be convinced that bad books 

l^fiin tftflfi^ J'" »i><'>j; "ill ■ f^^ m'fiinr. thcy are 



histor ies which^ wit ^ ^ ntfiP^^^^^^ mnlinn^ Hi«*ni . f and mis- 
represent facts, nnjthrjjjYhn rrafl thorn ^ ntnrc up in 
t hgrr minds a collection of falaehoof^.q ; or f.lipy nr^ phi- 
losophical and moral t reatises, p oisoned ^y gf^p^^^q^^^i^^^l 
fallacife^, wmch iill the minds of those w ho_gtudy them 
with errors. I'Jiese works are the more dangerous, be- 
cause they conceal the poison which penetrates the roots 
of the fundamental truths which form the groundwork in 
youthful minds, and corrupt Aem in matters of the first 
importance. 

" Lying histories and false and erroneous speculations, 
are in our days the murderous arms by which impiety 
seeks to corrupt the world. The followers of Voltaire 
of the last century, were in the habit of interweaving 

(their errors with the most disgusting obscenities ; at the 
present day, more craft is displayed — vice is concealed 
under the mask of virtue by insinuating the venom into 
the first principles, that is, by no longer poisoning the 
fruit but the roots. 
" What have these most subtle arts eflfected ? While 
unfortunately they have succeeded in giving to books of 
education a tone of harmlessness, gravity, and as it were, 
of modesty, beneath this flowery surface they conceal 
from the eyes of fathers and mothers, deceitful descrip- 
tions, licentious and immodest ideas, and improper de- 
lineations. They say to each other : * Oh, here is a book 
exactly suited to our daughte rs. See how be autifully it 
. d escribeg LvirginjgQd^styT-^rgwTt inculcates guardedness 
in every look, and restraint in external deportment ; 
how it will render them gentle, affable, and full of admi- 
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ration for virtue. How beautifully this author writes ! 
What a pen of gold V But under this goW lurks the 
poisonous adder, whose breath alone blasts the mind, 
corrupts the heart, and enfeebles and enervat esjbhe soul. 
Hence, lo j fj^fty Sj^j^noHnfi^ \n w Hi lil'iil ^ "irnffif you have 
nlrpfl-dy rpftd any pf thonn hnolrnj^nrrlr'Tnrrthr antidote, 
while it is yet time.'* 

Alisa, blushing, promised that she would do so ; and 
her aunt turned with a smile to the religious. 

"Reverend father," said she, ''will you give your 
benediction to my niece ? Ah, what a misfortune ! t^ 
what hands has she been intrusted ! The Holy Virgin \ 
has been her safeguard. Had it not been so, believe me, | 
father, that beauty would have made a pretty hand of I 
her. And some fathers really don't seem to have their f 
wits about them ; they look mighty wise, but unfortu- / 
nately they view things through the wrong end of the 
spying-glass. I say nothing against your father, dearest, 
but I have said a thousand times that Polissena would 
bring disgrace upon him, and cause him to weep tears of 
bitterness. But let her go with her soldiers, and try 
what war is like, and take her turn among the cannon ; 
perhaps she'll find some ball of scented soap, which will 
clear that dark complexion of hers." 

" Aunt, don't speak ill of her, I beg of you ; she has 
yielded to a sudden caprice ; I am sure she has already 
repented of it. But aunt, I should like my father to 
allow me to spend a few days at San Dionisio : what do 
you think about it?" 

" I think it is an excellent thought ; and retirement 

for AdO'y or two, is of bene fit bnth to i il Mini In'iily 

These Jinna ^T P, so good ! TTnw glad they will be to 
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have you among them for a few days, and you will find, 
also, some of your old companions, who will be delighted 
with your company.*' 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

THE FIRST HALT. 

In the mean time the Roman legions were advancing 
boldly to the conquest of Germany. Those Drusi 
marched along full of spirit and gaiety through their 
first stage. They shouted, sung, whistled, and bawled 
like a swarm of scholars when school is dismissed, as 
they run to their games. From the Porta del Popolo, 
they raced in double quick time, as far as Storta. There 
they set the landlord to work, paying liberally with 
blows, and devouring piles of meat, fowls, eggs, and 
bread and cheese by the basketful. They were scattered 
about the road, over the fields and banks in knots and 
circles, of ten or twelve, soldiers, corporals, sergeants, 
captains, all together, without distinction. 

The ensign, Polissena, planted her colors at the foot 
of a tree, and having dusted herself a little, and stretched 
her arms, she began to cry out : 

" This way, comrades ; let us spread our cloth here, 
here in the shade. Hallo, you soldier, go and call the 
landlord ; tell him to bring us here some refreshment." 
And stretching her handkerchief upon the ground, she 
took her seat, with an officer by her side, and they called 
a few soldiers to sit with them. 
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A foraging sergeant, with five men, brought them pro- 
visions, bread, cheese, ham, and a fowl for the oflScer and 
Polissena, flasks, small kegs, and pitchers. 

" Reach that to me,'* said pne ; " Give me that,'* said 
another ; and, without glasses, each one took a pull at 
the neck of a flask, or a sup from the mouth of a 
pitcher. They dran l^- Ij^^ ^^f^ C^f^vmfunQ ogoingf. yxrhnm 
they wei^g^ing to war ; and I can sa fely say, that if the 
battle had been a tippling-match, the victory would have 
been ours. 

In another place the battle was becoming serious, 

" These eggs are rotten!" growled a group of sol- 
diers. 

"Why, curse that landlord, they are !'* 

Enough said. The e^^gs began to fly at the waiters' 
heads ; the waiters dodged, and the eggs, striking other 
soldiers, stamped upon tneir backs certain omelets and 
radiant suns with circles .pf gold. 

"Come, young men, order, there; what foolery is 
this ?" cried a captain ; ^' Where is your Roman gravity ? 
Do you use the eggs like the blackguards of the Ripa 
Grande?" 

"Hurrah for our captain!" shouted the more jovial 
topers ; and at the same moment, another bomb burst 
upon the hat of the captain, close to his tricolor plume, 
making another of white and yellow. 

"Ah, villains ! this to^me?" 

Drum-a-drum-drum ! Just in the nick of time, the 
drums beat for the march. There was a general move- 
ment : then followed a wiping of lips, and farewell pulls at 
the bottles, — which then whirled in the air, — a crashing 
of plates, and a cramming of huge pieces of meat into 
the pockets of the more greedy. 
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"Up! to your ranks! Corporal, bring up your 
men." 

"Immediately. Jump up, you lazy swine, or 1*11 
plant my toe — " 

" Where ? at me, Corpo — ? What care I for a cor- 
poral, I should like to know ? I'll take my own time.*' 

" Gallantly, my young fellows. Ensign, forward, 
there.** 

"I*m of the second company ; where is it ?** 

"Down there; this is the first.'* 

One jumps over a ditch, another springs down from a 
bank, and a third has to take another drink ; he gets up 
and gives a parting kick at the barrel. 

At length the ranks are formed. "Support arms !*' 
*' Shoulder arms !" 
' "Long live Pius IX.!** 

"Italy forever!** 

"Down with the Austrians !** 

They marched up towards Baccano in confused crowds, 
in groups, and small parties ; six, seven, or eight, walk 
arm-in-arm, abreast, taking up the entire breadth of the 
road. 

"Let*spass.** 

"Don*t be in a hurry; we*ve got possession of the 
road.** 

And a small knot push past them, one by one, and 
pass onward. 

" The devil squeeze you, ye unmannerly scum." 

The other party turn, and, with their thumbs to their 
noses, and a tremulous motion of the hand, stretch out 
the little finger towards them, as much as to say, "Do it 
if you*re able,** and then march on at a rapid pace. 

IS^ot a cart, qp^rriage, or wagon, can show itself on the 
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Toad without three or four, or more, climbing upon it on 
every side. The poor drivers may in vain make com- 
plaints. " Don't you see that the poor animals have as 
much as they can do to draw their own load ? and here 
you throw yourselves on without mercy !'* The men let 
them talk ; and, without any concern, others pile on their 
guns, and others their knapsacks. Those who have got 
seats ride with their legs dangling over the sides, or hold 
out their hands to some other, who, in a twinkling, is on 
the top, and stretched at full length upon the load. 

" Oh, here comes a carriage ! Capital ! It's coming 
towards Rome ! Just in time !" 

" Hold on, driver !" 

« For God's sake—" 

"Stop, will you?" 

" Oh, I beseech you, let me pass, for it's late." 

Some level their guns in front, others let down the 
steps and open the doors. 

" Gentlemen, your passports ? One, two, three, and 
three are six. Why, not one of them wears a beard ! 
And what modest faces ! what fine ashy complexions ! 
What a smell of Jesuits!" Then one coughs, and 
another spits. 

" Where are you from, gentlemen ?" 

"FromGubbio." 

"Where bound?" 

"We are going to Rome." 

"What to do?" 

"We have some business to—" 

" Oh, your business is already done'; they have all 
shut up shop there !" 

The terrified travellers were really six Jesuite^Jroin_ 
the OuUege of Camei'lno, W h61:e they nad been'outraged 
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in every conceivable way. Some would have burned 
them alive in their houses; others were for throwing 
them from the windows. One had his hand bound up, 
having had a finger crushed to pieces with a stone. On 
their way through Gubbio they fell into the hands of a 
band of raging madmen, who were for flaying them 
alive ;* and with difficulty, in consequence of the indig- 
nation which this aroused among the good citizens, they 
escaped from their hands, and the charitable bishop of 
the place sent them secular clothes, and gave them 
guides to lead them to a place of safety. But the 
clothes, which had not been made to their measure, made 
it evident that they were borrowed, and thrown on in a 
hurry ; and their terrified and pale countenances betrayed 
them to these heroes, who were convinced that they had 
made a legitimate capture. 

" Down, infamous wretches ! out of this carriage ! Ah, 
traitors, ye enemies of Italy, ye hounds of Austria, it's 
all over with you now.'' "Down with them to satan, 
the whole six of them!" "Stand aside." "Let's 
shoot them." " On your knees, villains !" 

Aser sprang into the midst of this swarm of assassins, 
and, dealing a few blows with the flat of his sword among 
i/^yjf' the more furious, "Away, cowards !" he cried; "reserve 
/ yourselves for the Croats ; let us not contaminate our 
arms with Italian blood." 

"We'll have the carriage, then, say what you like." 

"Take It." 

* We have been told that several of those furious wretches com- 
plain of the above words. It is true they are not exact. They only 
said (a person who was present assured us of it), " We'll tear out your 
hearts and fry them in the frying-pan." This, of course, must be quite 
a civility in comparison with that horrible word "/o^ay." 



*^ 
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" Driver, face about." 
. ^^But, gentlemen, for mercy's sake — " 

Two of them seize the horses' heads, turn them about ; 
and then a crowd, springing inside, on the top, and on 
the box, cry, " Drive on, knave." 

The wretched fathers, having escaped from this peril, 
left the road, and, climbing over the fences into the fields, 
wandered all day on their way towards Rome. This 
they effected, but not until night was far advanced. En- 
tering by the gate Angelica, one by one, overcome with 
terror and exhaustion, and defiled with dust and mud, 
they reached the Roman College. 

The vanguard of the legion preceded the main body, 
and marched forward to prepare quarters for the sol- 
diers. The first companies were to press forward as far 
as Monterosi, to find lodgings and provisions ; the rear 
was to halt at Baccano, and in the suburbs. The com- 
pany of Monterosi presented themselves to the municipal 
authorities, demanded quarters, rations of bread, and 
provisions for half a legion, billets, numbered according 
to the extent of the quarters, stabling and hay for the 
horses. 

Another detachment took possession of the chief hotel 
of Monterosi. They found the tables set, beds made, and 
everything in order for a numerous company. 

" Whom are you expecting here V* said a civic guard 
of Trevi to the landlord. 

" The colonel and your officers ; a messenger brought 
us orders, so long ago as last night, from Rome." 

"Very well," was the answer. "Is the supper 
ready ?" 

"Everything is ready but the soup." 
23^ 
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" Throw the herbs into the soup, then, and be handy," 
shouted they, all together. 

"Well; but the officers?" 

" We're the officers. What preference, what tyranny 
is this ? Black bread and tough beef for the soldiers, 
and capons and game for the officers! Here with your 
supper, landlord ; and look sharp." 

" But, gentlemen — " 

" We're gentlemen, and no mistake. Here with it. 
Are we not all here for the cause of Italy, to drive out 
the Austrians ? And the officers want a table apart ! 
Go to !" 

To say this, to threaten the landlord, and to fall upon 
the butter, fish, and ham, was the work of a moment. 

There was a running to and fro between the dining- 
room and the kitchen, to make sure that the cook did not 
defraud them. " That stew, you know ; and those chick-- 
ens. See that they're all brought in, or by. — " Here 
was heard a volley of curses, enough to shake the vaults 
of heaven. 

"Wine! Bring wine." 

" Yes, sir." 

" Orvieto ; do you hear." 

."Yes, sir." 

" Wine !" the host whispered, as he went to the waiters ; 
" who's to pay ?" The waiters doubtfully shrugged their 
shoulders ; the host muttered between his teeth ; the 
heroes plied their knives and forks as if they had been 
famished. 

A moment before they rose from table, the host pre- 
sented himself with a pleasant smile. " Hope you've 
enjoyed your supper, gentlemen. We may as well settle 
the reckoning now. I'm an advocate of progress, my- 
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self, but a poor man. I have treated you well ; have I 
not?" 

" Yes ; pretty well." 

" You will treat me the same. Here is my little bill ; 
seven paoli a head." 

" Very good ; all right. The quartermaster pays the 
scot." And one after another filed down the steps, and 
into the piazza, leaving mine host to scratch his head, and 
hope for payment on their return from the taking of 
Vienna. 

The officers who arrived with the main body of the 
legion must have fared rather meagrely, and thought 
themselves well off that their beds were left them — which 
was something. The next morning they marched forward 
with renewed vigor, feasting again at Civita Castellana, 
and advanced towards Nami, calling at every tavern on 
the road, with toasts to Italy which rent the air. 

At th^ bridge of Borghetto, across the Tiber, the 
foragers entered the hotel, and demanded wine and 
victuals for dinner. They entered the saloon, and saw 
from the window a carriage in the court. 

"Hallo! Where is that from, driver? Who was 
in it?" 

"Four gentlemen." 

" We want to see them." 

They were four Jesuits, from the College of Fano, who 
had been pursued through the mountains for many days, 
and had escaped almost by a miracle to Spoleto. 

The landlord replied : " You shall see them ; but have 
the goodness to wait a little ; they are taking a short 
rest." 

" No ; we must see them instantly. This way, men ; 
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cross your bayonets at the foot of the stairs. A guard at 
every passage, and sentinels to the doors !** 

In the mean time, the mistress of the house, a pious 
and well-disposed lady, moved with compassion for the 
servants of God in their danger, ran around to the back 
of the house, opposite the mountain, and, raising a ladder 
to the window, made them descend, and sent them, under 
the guidance of one of her sons, among the crags, and 
behind the bushes. The unfortunate Jesuits, filled with 
terror, crept cautiously along behind the high brambles 
and thorn-bushes, until, winding round the side of the 
mountain, they reached some rugged and perpendicular 
precipices, under which they saw a number of caverns 
of the most ancient Troglodites, and there took refuge. 

They remained in these the whole day; and from be- 
hind the brambles and brushwood they saw, in the valley 
beneath, those licentious and cruel bands filing across 
the bridge ; yelling, assailing the wagoners and carters, 
dragging from their mules and horses the mountaineers 
of the Sabina, and taking their beasts of burden, which 
they loaded with men and baggage without mercy. 

At nightfall, the landlord of the hotel sent for the fu- 
gitives. When they issued from those dens they found 
that their carriage had been forcibly turned back towards 
Narni, filled with soldiers, and their kind host dispirited as 
much by the threats of the soldiers for having aided the 
escape of the Jesuits, as by the immense quantity of wine 
they had drank, almost all unpaid for. He gave them 
refreshments ; and, after sending them to rest awhile, 
in order that they might not again risk their lives among 
the legionary troops on the road, he placed them on 
board a steamboat, which plies upon the Tiber between 
the Sabina and Rome. 
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Those who kept no record of the daily occurrences 
which took place before their eyes would treat them 
as the dreams of a romantic and distorted imagina- 
tion, as morose ravings, or as a silly longing for the 
marvellous, seeking to cajole the readers who live at a 
distance. Who, indeed, could relate a tithe of the ini- 
quities, the treachery, the cruelties committed against 
religious men, expelled from their peaceful retreats with 
infernal rage, robbed, plundered, trampled upon, de- 
rided in the most degrading and revolting manner ? 
Some, fleeing from the cities, betook themselves to the 
mountains ; others buried themselves in the solitary 
houses of the country, in sadness and exile. Even there, 
they were ferreted out by the National Guards, assailed 
in the silence of night, pursued into the most desert and 
inaccessible places, and denied earth, fire, and water, 
like the accursed of mankind. 

The legions which marched to combat the foreign 
enemy, which boasted of the august name of Roman, 
and prided themselves as magnanimous, courteous, and 
refined, were seen during their military marches scenting 
out, like hounds after their prey, the Jesuits who might 
be concealed in their neighborhood, or who were travel- 
ling the same roads, seeking to lay hands upon and de- 
stroy them, as if infamous, damnable, and loaded with 
crime ! 

Sc arcely had they arriyed nt Spnlnliij nhi il lln^ ttlliff'n 
Checc hetelli, Del Frate, an^ ^ftOf^o^^'^V'^'^^^^rl thf ^^n 
falonie r of th e city and ordered the captain of the Civic 
Guarrfmstantly to expel tne Jesuits Irom iheiP tloUege ; 
and that same night, in destitution and want, they were 
driven from their home without pity ! This was published 
in Rome, in the Pallade of the 3d of April, in a tone of 
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triumph and cruel joy, such as could not be surpassed if 
the Roman legions had stormed the fortifications of 
Mantua or of Verona. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

THE LETTER. 

Bartolo was issuing, at a late hour in the morning, 
from the portico of the post-ofBce, and progressing, step 
by step, towards the ascent of the Moncitorio, examining 
the address of a letter, and the post-mark of the city ; 
" Where is this from ?** said he to himself. " These post- 
marks are often nothing but a blot; they cover the 
stamp with oil, the oil spreads and runs over the super- 
scription, and then good-bye; all becomes illegible.*' 
He pulled out his spectacles, and examined minutely : 
"It looks like the mark of Foligno. Yes, beyond a 
doubt. Foligno? I have no correspondents there. 
Let me see." 

He opened the letter^ set his spectacles, and looked at 
the date. " It is Foligno, to be sure ; I said it was." 
He read the ffi£;Tintnp, "Ohjhgl Tinn^"-* — Now thut 
he liaA -hflr^ thft ^f^vftry fn Ir ft Vft h ftm ftj hn wmild likr me 
to act the mediator. But he *ll wait awhil^l -^Ah; you 
cast-away ! an, torsaker ot your triends ! A fine thing, 
to drive that poor woman intO-fits ! ^consume her with 
a broken heart I and"then ■■ J^wt 1rl]*n see what the 
young innocent has to say ." And so, a step or two at a 
time, ne moved onward, reading, and then stopping. 
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He read over again certain passages, and smiles began 
to take the ascendant, plainly betraying his inward satis- 
faction. Having read it through, he folded the letter 
again, once more read the address, and, consigning it to 
his pocket, exclaimed : " It is impossible to deny that 
our young Romans are not gifted with quite the best of 
inclinations ! Fiery as flame itself, stubborn as young 
mules, fierce as lions, they cut capers and get into scrapes 
without end ; but then yes, but then they are kind- 
hearted, and very good at bottom. Here is Lando 
throwing his ar ms round my neck, and begging pardon 
for the ugly treatment which he gave me in the Piazza 
delT'opiSlo, wuepiug fur the HinTow whicli lie caused his"~" 
mother, embracing her, and throwing himself on his k nees 
at hui foo l) bcseuchtSgl ier b lessing, and kissing thft han d , 
that blesses him, and sending her a^lock of his hair, 
en closed m the l etter. Poor Xando ! Ah, those bad 
boys i they first do it, and pretty roundly, too, and then, 
when there is no help for it, they begin to repent.'* Thus 
commenting with himself, he turned towards his sister- 
in-law's, to read to her the news from her sons. 

The excellent Adele, on hearing that Lando had writ- 
ten (Lando was her Benjamin), colored deeply, then 
grew pale ; the perspiration stood upon her forehead, 
tears filled her eyes, her heart beat violently, and her 
tnees trembled beneath her : and yet (such is always 
the struggle with the afifections) her first answer was 
made to Bartolo in a tone of displeasure : — 

"No, no ! I want no news from them, the cruel, hard- 
hearted boys ! Is it thus they treat their mother ? I 
wish to hear nothing of them. Let them go : may God 
protect them ! I have no sons." 

"But, Adele— ' 
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" Alisa, Nanna, come here. Did you hear ?" 

<' What, ma ? What, aunt ?" 

" Lando writes to Bartolo. First of all, brother, are 
they well ? Ah, my poor sons ! who can tell how much 
suffering, how many anxious nights ? to bring them up 

with so many anxious cares, and then in war, food 

for cannon !" 

"Pray, Adele, be calm a moment !" 

" Mimo forgot even his stockings, and Lando put in 
his knapsack only two shirts ! How will they do now ? 
they who were so neat and particular about their linen." 

Bartolo quietly opened the letter. Adele wiped her 
eyes, and the two daughters turned round a little to 
either side, to be able to obtain a side glance at the 
letter, and to follow as it was read. 

" Dearest Uncle : 

" I am ashamed to present myself before you ; but 
you are so kind, you have a heart so generous, that you 
will not refuse to admit me. Yes, my dear uncle, on 
my knees I beg that you will forgive me. Believe me, 
I had not even passed through the Porta del Popolo 
before remorse for the disrespect with which I had 
treated you tore my heart. I marched sadly along in 
silent sorrow. The image of my mother was ever before 
my eyes ; I could see her falling insensible, I heard her 
sighs, and, oh ! how I longed to press her to my heart, 
and wipe away the sweat of death, which — *' 

Here Adele's tears flowed afresh, and Bartolo stopped 
reading, and looked at the two girls, who, with a mix- 
ture of emotion and curiosity, were endeavoring to read 
what followed. "Lando then continues," said Bartolo, 
" to pour out his heart in the beautiful and sweet sen- 



THE JEW OF VERONA. 277 

timents of a son, and lie begs your blessing also in the 
name of Mimo. Come, bless them, Adele." 

" Yes, yes ! a thousand times !** and her sobs prevented 
her from saying more. 

Bartolo then ran his eyes over a few lines, reading 
rapidly to himself, and then he said, " Mark this, Adele ; 
listen, daughters:'* 

" Ah, dear uncle, how can I describe the festivity that 
has awaited us everywhere ? The foragers keep a half- 
day's journey in advance to announce our coming, and 
every city is filled with indescribable joy. The friends 
of Italy go from house to house, gathering subscriptions 
to treat us to collations, dinners, and most sumptuous 
suppers. Along the streets, wherever we pass, tapestry 
is hung from every window ; those who have none borrow 
from others. It is bad for them if none is to be had; 
hisses, and volleys of stones, are cast through the win- 
dows. Everything, even to the bed-quilts, is brought 
into requisition as a substitute. They march out to 
meet us with bands of music, and accompany us, playing, 
and with shouts of * Long live the Roman legions !' 
* Hurrah for the liberators of Italy !' The ladies throw 
clouds of flowers, huge bouquets, and garlands of laurel. 
We catch them as they fall, and fasten them on the 
points of our bayonets, and entwine the garlands round 
our muskets, while the ladies cry out to us, 'Brave 
Italians, these crowns are for the patriotic courage 
which inspired your expedition. We will keep others 
for your return, to grace the triumph of your victory.' 

" In fine, uncle, our march is a succession of delights ; 
but it costs us dear, you must know. I know that in 
Borne you are informed that we reach our stations as 
fresh as roses ; that, on arriving, we shake ofi" the dust, 
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and stroll about^as brisk and lively as ever, and then 
dance all night. All a pure farce ! We arrive wearied 
and almost exhausted ; and when vehicles of any kind 
are met upon the road, as many as possible throw them- 
selves upon them, like cats springing upon mice, and 
would not give them up for the world. 

" I am not now speaking of the plebeian soldiers, who 
are hardy and accustomed to fatigue, inured to rain, 
muddy roads, and the burning sun, hardened by their 
mode of life and their occupations ; but I refer to our- 
selves, brought up in luxury, and used only to a short 
walk in the Corso or the Villa Borghese. I assure you 
we arrive aching and bruised, and it se^ms a thousand 
years before we can throw ourselves down upon anything 
in our way. Many lie down the moment we halt, upon 
tables, benches, sofas, at full length. But what we find 
most difficult to bear are our blistered, excoriated, and 
swelled feet. We bathe them with wine, and some with 
rum; others rub them with lard and tallow, and young 
ladies not unfrequently come to dress them and bind 
them up, with such kindness, that they frequently shed 
tears over them." 

" Ah, my poor sons !*' exclaimed Adele; and Nanna, 
witl; her eyes filled with tears, said, " Ah ! if I were 
there, how gently I would bandage them with linen ! 
Mimo, when he returned from his shooting excursions, 
always had his feet inflamed and blistered.*' 

" Do you know,*' said Bartolo, " who invented the 
best method of preventing yoimg men blistering their 
feet? The Chevalier Delia Marmora, Colonel of the 
Piedmontese riflemen. When King Charles Albert de- 
clared war against Austria, all the students of the Uni- 
versity of Turin, and many others, burning with eager- 
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ness to march as volunteers in the holy undertaking, 
svore that they would enlist in the army. The king 
was stunned by the supplications of their parents ; one 
said that such a one was his only son ; another lamented 
the delicate health of his ; and another represented to 
him the tender youth of his. The king knew not which 
way to turn. He laid the subject before his generals ; 
and the Chf^vfl-lifiT r T>ftn a Marmora, addres« ^'^g \f]^ ^irgr 
^ Sire, if your majesty will dismiss your anxiety, I will 
take this matter upon myself.* The king consented. On 
the following day Delia Marmora, in the name of his 
majesty, published an appeal which excited all the youth 
to follow him f * The rolls will be opened at Chivasso ; 
let all that are ambitious to acquire glory meet to-morrow 
at daybreak in the Grand Piazza of Italy, in readiness 
to march with him and his riflemen.* 

"Before dawn, several hundreds were in readiness for 
departure. The Colonel orders the trumpets to sound 
the charge, and away they go. The riflemen don't walk ; 
they run at headlong speed. The young men, at the 
end of six miles, are bathed in perspiration, almost faint- 
ing, and panting convulsively. At the bridge of Dora- 
baltea, many sink exhausted ; the more enduring still 
hold out. At the end of twelve miles, above half had 
given out ; at Chivasso, six only remained ! All the rest, 
scattered along the road, returned to their homes, and 
put their feet into the doctor's hands.'' 

''Now let us hear some more from Lando." 
"But, dear uncle, tell mother not to be alarmed, for 
we shall scorch them no more for awhile, at least. 
Aser is despatched on an extraordinary mission to the^ 
camp of Charles Albert, and he politely ofiered Mimo 
and myself a place in his carriage as far as Bologna. 
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Polissena also is to accompany us, to encourage the 
young Bolognese to inarch to the holy war against the 
foreigner.*' 

" Oh, Holy Virgin ! what do I hear ?'* cried Adele ; 
" let them blister their feet, and lame themselves, rather 
than mingle with Aser and Polissena.'* 
. Alisa cast down her eyes, andBartolo replied, "What 
would you have, Adele ? cetatem hahent" 

" Yes, you speak Latin to me. That's a fine conso- 
lation ! All the Latin about it is, that Mimo is not 
sorry to find himself with Polissena, and I'm beginning 
to fear that that sorceress has bewitched him." 

Bartolo proceeded with his reading.* "Our ranks 
daily receive new accessions. What a fine, dashing, 
youthful population joins us from every side ! Young 
Bianchi, of Recanati, received a commission to visit the 
Universities of Perugia, Camerino, and Macerata, to in- 
vite the brave young students to unite themselves to the 
University legion, and more than a battalion are about 
to join us !" 

"Yes, to be wept over by a battalion of mothers," 
cried Adele. " Ah, the uncontrollable, misguided young 
men ! fine sciences they will learn ! And their souls ! 
— oh, their souls, exposed to perdition !" 

"Really, you become extravagant," said Bartolo. 
" Can they not be good soldiers, and good Christians 
too ?" 

" Well, my dear Bartolo, you always have a piece for 
every hole, a patch for every rent. They will have some 
fine things to relate of those holy crusaders when they 
return, the cross upon, their breasts, and the evil one in 
their hearts." 

" Pray, Adele, don't say so, for mercy's sake." 
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CHAPTEE-XXV. 

THE WOUNDED SOLDIER. 

In the luxuriant and smiling plain, diversified with 
hills and gentle undulations, and adorned with vines 
and fruit trees, which extends between the Livenza and 
the Tagliamento, there stood, among the fields, a solitary 
house, belonging to peasants, an innocent people, who 
were full of misgivings and fears regarding the war which 
raged in the country around. The father of the family 
farmed an estate, which he cultivated with his own hands, 
aided by his wife, her sister, and his sons, who were two 
robust young men. The elder of his sons was about 
nineteen, and the younger about seventeen. He had 
also four daughters, the oldest about fifteen years of 
age, each of whom bore her share of labor, according 
to her years. The oldest drove the oxen when her 
father ploughed up the fallow, and carried their dinners 
and refreshments to the laborers. The younger girls 
drove their flocks of .sbeep and other cattle to pasture. 

After a severe engagement, which had taken place 
a bout two miles distant, between tb ^ A^]fitri?],Tiaj ^Tir^y 
General Nugent, and the Italian legions of General 
Zu cchi^Toney, the second son, who had the care of the 
oxe n vfhm at home, was going out of th6 roo m under 
the porch, to give them fodder, and was moving towards 
a shed which was at the end of the same porch, near the 
stables. He had a lantern in his hand, and was walking 
with hesitation and timidity, for all the day he had 
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heard the thunder of the cannon, and the continual roar 
of the musketry ; and from the distant summits of the hills 
he had even seen groups of skirmishers firing into the val- 
leys, rushing down and hack again, and fighting and de- 
stroying each other. 

This spectacle had filled his imagination with terror ; 
and his ears still incessantly resounded with the echo of 
the cannonade, at every fresh outburst of which he had 
trembled. 

While Toney was silently passing the porch, he 
thought he heard, at the end of it, under the shed, as it 
were, a groan and a sigh, first distinct, and then hoarse 
and low. He stood still. A shivering sensation ran 
through every limb ; his heart beat violently ; he listened 
nervously, but all was still. He advanced a few steps, 
then stood again, then listened, and in another moment 
the words " Oh God !** moanfuUy prolonged and hoarsely 
plaintive, seemed lost sighingly among the straw. The 
boy did not stop to ask what it was ; he hurried back as 
fast as his trembling knees would hear him, threw open 
the door, and cried, " Oh my father !'* 

The father jumped up. " What ails you ?'* 

"Ah, father!" 

"Well, what's to do?" 

" Under the straw-shed, I have heard the wailing of 
some soul in purgatory ; I heard it for sure." 

"How? a soul!" replied the father. "We prayed 
during the whole octave for all holy souls. I've had a 
mass said for your grandfather and grandmother, my 
own parents, may God bless 'em. For the whole eight 
days we've given half a sack of beans and a bushel of 
flour in alms, and besides that, we say the rosary for 'em 
every night. Don't think the good souls will trouble us. 
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I can tell thee what ; the firing of cannon and musketry- 
has frightened thee. Go and fodder the oxen, and don't 
mind it." 

Toney obeyed, and went out, telling them to leave the 
door open. Immediately the little girls threw the doors 
wide open, and peeped out towards the end of the porch. 
Against a pillar, immediately facing the stable, there 
Jiung a picture of the Madonna of Loretto (as this was 
customary in that country), with the brown face, the 
dress stiflF, and colored with a deep red, and covered over 
with spots of white, blue, and green, which were to re- 
present the diamonds, topazes, and emeralds, with which 
is ornamented the statue upon the altar of the Holy 
House. Around it the wall was roughly plastered and 
painted, so as to resemble a kind of cornice or frame, 
with five or six colors ; underneath stood a small stand, 
upon which, during the day, they placed a vase of wild 
flowers and sweet-smelling plants, and during the night, 
a glass containing water, upon which floated an inch or 
two of oil and a rushlight, which threw out a bright 
flame, every Sunday and Wednesday night. While the 
girls were looking towards the Madonna, Toney came 
running back, with his arms stretched before him, and 
his eyes almost out of their sockets, crying out, " There 
is one, father ; there is one !" 

"Why, what is there?" 

" The voice ! I fairly heard it moan, and sigh, and say, 
^ Oh God!'" 

The stout peasant said to Checco, his oldest son, 
" Here, reach me a pitchfork, and thou take another. 
Toney, go before with the lantern." 

"Well, but father—" 

" I see ; give it to me." 
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Checco followed him. They advanced gently, on tip- 
toe, stopping every yard or two to listen. In re- 
ality, in the darkness and silence, there could be heard, 
in the far end, a long, trembling moan, which partook of 
wailing and sobbing. 

They moved forward, and again they stopped, as the 
moaning became more distinct. Marco then stepped 
resolutely forward, and gave a look back at the Ma- 
donna, saying : " Mother of mercy, ora pro nobis !" and 
drew near the covering of the shed, on one side. He 
raised the lantern, and called out, " Who's there V 

From the midst of a great pile of straw was heard a 
weak voice, which said, " Help, Christians !'* Marco ad- 
vanced, raised his lantern, and saw, sunk among the 
straw, a soldier, with his knees drawn up to his breast, 
with one hand pressed against his side, and the other 
lying helplessly upon the pile of straw. He went close 
to him, and beheld a young man, pale and exhausted, 
with eyes languid and agonizing, and unable to bear the 
light. He attempted to open them several times, but 
they closed again. At the sight of the peasant, the 
soldier seemed reanimated ; he put down his hand, with 
an effort to raise himself a little, but fell back again, 
lower than before. 

The peasant, frightened, and at the same time full of 
pity, looked, and saw that he was wounded in the right 
side ; he offered to take off his coat, but the soldier 
stayed his hand, and asked, in a voice weak and broken 
with pain, "Kind-hearted man, have you a wife?** 

Marco replied that he had. 

"Will you then have the charity to send her to me, 
with a little linen V* 

"Can I not do you that service myself?" • 
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"No ; let her come, I beseech you/* 

" Well, she shall come with my sister ; alone she would 
be afraid.'* 

" Yes, let them both come, and you stand under the 
Madonna." 

The astonished and compassionate Marco went into 
the kitchen, and explained this to the women in a few 
words. They excused themselves ; they were afraid. He 
encouraged them ; and, taking two towels and some pieces 
of linen from a box, " Come,** said he, " the poor fellow 
wants you. I will stand at a little distance; don*t be 
afraid.** 

" Is he alone ?** asked his wife, Mattea. 

"All alone. Here, Speranza, take the lantern, and 
hold the light for her. It seems to me the poor young 
man will never reach to-morrow. He must be some 
gentleman ; he is white, his features are really beauti- 
ful, and his appearance quite delicate. Oh, our poor 
young men ! they will go to war ! then, a single shot, and 
all is over !** 

Marco had reached the light from its wooden holder 
in the kitchen ; he told Checco and Toney to take care 
of their sisters, and went out with the women, who were 
trembling from head to foot. 

Marco approached the shed, and said to the soldier : 
" Here are my wife and sister. Be of good courage ; 
we*re here to assist you. K my poor Checco .were 
wounded (may God protect him !), I should be thankful 
if he met with the like charity from his neighbor.'* 

The two women were overcome when they saw the 
forsaken state of the poor youth ; and Mattea said to 
Speranza, a stout, robust young woman of about twenty : 
" Raise him up a little ; he has sunk too low.** 
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Speranza climbed upon the straw, took him gently un- 
der the arms, and raised him up ; while Mattea, with the 
hand which was unoccupied by the lantern, shook up 
the straw beneath him, pressing it with her knee, that it 
might not sink down again. 

The unfortunate wounded soldier, feeling relieved, 
turned a grateful look upon the women, who stood look- 
ing upon him timidly. " Good people, pardon me for 
causing you this trouble, but I was unwilling that a man 
should bind my wound ; for under this soldier's dress 
you see before you a woman, like yourselves." 

The two women started, and exclaimed, both at once, 
" Oh, Holy Virgin I are you really a girl V 

" Yes, dear friends. Loose this coat, and remore my 
clothes from my breast ; they are soaked with blood." 

Mattea, with gentle fingers, untied the cords of her 
belt, and unfastened the hooks and eyes of the collar and 
down the breast. She then, with &pair of scissors, cut 
open the under-clothes, to reach the wound. 

A musket-ball had struck her under the ribs. The 
wound was dreadfully inflamed, and the blood still trickled 
down beneath her clothing. The women first carefully 
removed the garments from the wound. The blood 
flowed more profusely than before, and Mattea applied 
the towels, doubled up in many folds ; still she was un- 
able to staunch it. With anxious excitement, she called 
her husband. " Marco ! run into the kitchen, pour some 
pure wine into a pan, place it on the fire until gently 
warm, and bring it us quickly ! In the mean time, Spe- 
ranza wiped the perspiration from the poor patient, as 
she bent over her, full of tenderness, and encouraged her 
to place her confidence in God. 

This was Polissena. Whilst she was combatting bravely 
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from behind the trunk of a chestnut tree, in the act of kneel- 
ing to fire, a ball pierced her side. It was evening. She 
was still able to run rapidly down the hill, and through 
the little valley which ended with the fields in which the 
house stood. But, exhausted with fatigue and loss of 
blood, her strength failed, and she fell to the ground in 
a state of insensibility ; then, recovering herself, with a 
great efibrt she rose to her feet, and after a few totter- 
ing steps again stumbled and fell. Thence she dragged 
herself upon the ground as far as the shed, and there, 
upon the straw, abandoned herself to her fate. 

While Speranza was ofiering consolation, and Mattea 
making efibrts to staunch the flow of blood until the 
wine was ready, Polissena suddenly exclaimed : " Oh, 
justice and mercy of God ! Sisters, I am a sinner ! an 
impious creature ! I have committed many crimes ! I 
deserve to be utterly abandoned by all ! I have lived a 
wicked life ; I ought to die as I have lived, and be cast 
to perdition ! But no ! God has not forsaken me ; he 
has sent me your charity ; the prayers of my sister — that 

holy ^Yes, yes ! my Ombellina ! I see you ; I hear 

you ! Thank these noble women for me ! Pray ! oh, 
pray for me, for them V* 

The women looked around, saying: "Who are you 
speaking to, signora ?'* 

" With my sister. Do you not see her ?" 

"Where?" 

" There, there ! Look ! she beckons to me to turn to 
the Madonna ! She tells me to hope ! that the Madonna, 
has obtained my pardon ! Oh ! the Madonna, before 
you came, turned her beaming eye steadfastly upon me ! 
the lamp became more brilliant ; it cast its light so spark- 
lingly upon the image of Mary ! I felt my heart sud- 
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denly bound within me ; it was changed ; it became 
another ! How many sins, sisters ! Oh, Holy Mary, 
forgive ! Oh ! that I had a confessor !*' 

" Signora, the curate lives at a great distance. How 
can we fetch him at this hour, in the midst of all these 
terrors of war V* 

" Patience, then ! Oh, dear Jesus ! I repent from the 
bottom of my heart ! Ombellina, come ! embrace me ! 
I feel that I am dying ! Sisters, promise me that when 
I am dead, no one but you shall approach me. You — 
you alone ! You — ^you promise me V 

"Yes," answered the women, with great emotion. 
" Don't be afraid; we give you our word, no one shall 
touch you. But we hope you will recover." 

Polissena sought the hand of Speranza ; but when she 
tried to take that of Mattea, she had not strength to 
press it. A cold shivering ran through her frame, she 
trembled, and fainted away. 

" Quick, Speranza ! a little water and vinegar !" cried 
Mattea. At this moment, Marco came with the wine. 
Mattea hastily placed the towel upon the palpitating 
bosom of Polissena, sprinkled some of the wine in her 
face, poured a few drops upon her lips, and bathed her 
temples ; Polissena reopened her eyes, and with a deep 
sigh murmured, " Oh God !" " We are here, lady ; fear 
nothing." At the same time she signed to Marco to 
withdraw. 

Then Mattea dipped the corner of the towel in the 
.pan, which Speranza held for her, and began very softly 
to bathe the wound, which softened and opened. She 
then tore off a piece of linen, folded it several thick- 
nesses, and, dipping it in the wine, drew together the 
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sides of the wound, and bou^d it up in the best manner 
that the posture of Polissena would permit. 

Relieved by the application, Polissena recovered a 
little ; her eyes brightened as she looked upon her bene- 
factresses ; she at length, with a sweet smile, said : " Ah, 
kind friends, what gratitude I owe you ! — to what pain- 
ful trouble have I put you ! — but you are so good, so 
full of charity. May God and the Holy Virgin reward 
you ! But do not abandon me during those few moments 
of life which are left me, — they are short — ^short. What 
are your names, dear friends V* 

They answered, " Mattea and Speranza.'* Their tears 
flowed as they performed every act of affection. " No," 
said they, " be assured we will never leave you. We 
are poor people, but we are also Christians ; we have 
hearts like others. It is a consolation to us to help and 
comfort you, and God commands us to do it. Gladly 
would we carry you to our own bed, but we should 
thereby risk losing you.*' 

Polissena often turned her eyes to the Madonna ; she 
stretched out her arms to it, and addressed it with sighs : 
" Mercy, mercy !" She then would close her eyes, her 
forehead became clouded, her teeth set ; it was remorse 
inwardly working, and the enemy arraying before her 
mental vision the catalogue of her iniquities ; he was 
picturing them to the eyes of that terrified soul in all 
the horror of their deformity ; he brought them before 
her as ferocious giants, as terrible monsters, which were 
rushing upon her to tear, crush, and devour her. The 
unfortunate creature was convulsed, her hands were 
clenched, her teeth gnashed, and her eyes rolled wildly ; 
they fell upon the Madonna^ and her terrors were dis- 
voL. I. 25 
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pelled, her agitartion was calmed, and a peaceful hope 
again took root in her heart. 

After a severe struggle, " Help me," said she, holding 
out her hand to Mattea, " to repeat the Ave Maria. Ah, 
Mattea, can you believe the impious wretch before you ? 
She has almost forgotten that holy prayer, so many are 
the years since she has said it. Instead of blessing Mary, 
I blasphemed. Ah, don't leave me, aid me ; do not for- 
sake me ! — ^make the sign of the cross upon my fore- 
head !" 

The women thought this was the raving of delirium : 
they comforted her, dried her streaming face, and en- 
couraged her ; they said the Ave Maria, and while Po- 
lissena followed them with her lips, she felt her soul 
inundated with a hitherto unfelt sweetness, a new tran- 
quillity, an unexpected hope, an impulse of ineffable 
/ love. She beheld Ombellina, with a brilliant, serene, 
1 and smiling countenance ; she saluted and thanked her. 
I " Come.'' said she^ Ji mj blcss eiL gister, tou ch me, and I 
I shall be made whole, em b rnnr mt, i inl ri i l i i i ll 1i ff/rmi" 
I wbU ^ and pure, — ^my sins will be cleansed from my 
^ soul." ... 

Was this a vision ? Was it rather an interior sensa- 
tion — a ravishment of the soul, which brought into the 
presence of Polissena her beloved Ombellina? Who 
can penetrate the mysteries of grace, the profound 
abysses of mercy ? Ombellina no doubt at that moment 
was supplicating God from her bed of suflFering for her 
unfortunate sister. The holy nuns were chanting their 
psalms in choir, and while the impious of the earth were 
keeping their vigils in reprobate assemblies, to concoct 
their machinations against Jesus, the Redeemer, and his 
Church, his devout handmaids, his beloved spouses, pierce 
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the skies with voices, that praise his holy name, and be- 
sought him to convert the erring, to vanquish, by the 
power of his arm, the strength of his enemies, humbling 
them in the dust, confounding their designs, and soften- ' 
ing their obdurate hearts. How can the humble prayers 
which flow from the hearts of the simple-minded, and rise 
like a cloud of sweet incense to the throne of mercies, 
fall back unheard ! Every night the dew of celestial cle- * 
mency descends in silence from the height of heaven, 
to refresh some sinful soul ; happy the man who welcomes 
it in his heart, who breathes its fragrance, who tastes its 
sweetness, who experiences its divine virtue. In an in- 
stant, a change is efiected in his heart ; he rises again to 
a new life : like the eagle he soars aloft in renewed youth, 
the stains of sin are effaced, obscurity is banished by the 
light, every wound is healed. In a moment that heart, 
bursting the chains of Satan, flying from its transgres- 
sions, expands its wings for a joyful flight, and launches 
with impetuous love into the arms of the omnipotent 
God. There it loses and inebriates itself in an ocean of 
sweetness, hope, and love. Those who had known Polis- 
sena in the morning, who had seen her without religion, 
without feeling or shame, uttering blasphemy and impre- 
cations as she^ingled with the soldiers, with the hatred 
of her fellow-beings gnawing at her heart, and spurred 
on by malice and rage to accomplish their destruction, 
would certainly no longer have recognised her at night, 
stretched on straw beneath that miserable shed, wounded 
and agonizing in the hands of those compassionate pea- 
Bants, and before the image of the Virgin Mary, which 
seemed to look down upon her with the eye of a most 
tender mother. 

The good Marco stood there, in front of the pillar, 
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« 

leaning against the door of the stable, with arms crossed 
upon his breast, in silence and wonder. He could hear 
^ the women answering, "Yes, Signora,'* "No, Signora;*' 
he could not believe his ears, and could have joined 
them, but his courage constantly failed him. It seemed 
that there must be some mystery beneath it all ; still he 
respected the promise exacted by the poor soldier, whose 
appearance had struck him as so beautiful, who sighed 
vrith such gentleness, and who had besought him with a 
voice of such moving entreaty. " Who can it be ?" said 
he to himself; "he is so delicate in appearance! can it 
be some prince ? But Mattea said ' Don't be afraid, 
Signora,* and it seemed to me that her voice was very 

like a woman's. 'R iif, wTin n-rnr Tionrrl iif i ipniw<iw hrnng, 

aoldioro ?- Yet we see so many mad follies against those 
poor Austrians ! Hundreds of mere boys, like perfect 
madmen, are seen running backward and forward ; they 
remind one of hunters running after hares .... Hares ! 
poor children ! they don't know that they are bears ; 
ay, perfect lions ! These Austrians don't suppose they 
go to war with gloves on their hands like you, or with 
beardless chins, and complexions spotlessly fair, or with 
scented and well-brushed hair. Their skins are bronzed 
by the sun and exposure ; their bristling beards are stif- 
fened with wax or grease, their hands are callous — 
hsjcdened. J j)J[T\O mm m(m]y snrh s i c wo peaaantj , are the 
men for tfiem ; but in this w <»^ T aaa r^nm^ but delicate 

— y^""^g c^^tilpTT^^j °^^ ^^^^ y^^B ^^y°, who V^^ every 
way more like young p;irls. If here and there a coun- 

' tryman appears among them, he seems to me to have the 
look of a knave. What can this mean ? Is it, that in 
our times gentlemen who formerly remained in the cities 
buried in luxury are becoming soldiers, while peasants 
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and artisans, men well f\ti.(^(^ fnr -ff^nT; ntnnl i|iii llj VfTTT 
Jn S'^w^^ rTB TnaThaj hnftr nf^ rnnnnTj nn hntred ngm nnt 
theAustriagaJ — Why the proverb is becoming true, that 
^g ^ntleinen ar^ all a, lit^l^ ^i^ "i"<^ ' — Tt nnomn Tiivrin 
thri r hnbhy jn n t a t pr o gontj | i(i 1 i i i | i i i l l i r A il M t rllin n are 
d octors enough to rnrf thf'Tn i^f-rt"" 

While Marco was engaged in such thoughts, Mattea 
called him to her : " Marco, this young man,*' said she 
(and she signed to him to turn his ear so that she could 
whisper to him — " It's a young lady ; but hush, don't 
speak ") ; " this young man," she repeated, " needs some- 
thing strengthening — what can we do ? we are so poor 
that we have nothing to make him such a thing as beef- 
tea, and the village inn is more than a mile oflF. It's pitch 
dark, too, and war is round us and the roads are dan- 
gerous — do you know what ? Go and get a glass of 
milk from the cow, and bring it quick !" 

Marco ran into the house ; his girls had gone to bed, 
and his two sons were asleep — one stretched upon the 
table, and the other upon a bench : he took a glass and 
went into the stable, and milked it full ; he then strained it 
through a piece of linen, and went out towards the shed : 
"A lady !" thought he, " poor creature ! to come here 
to die upon the straw, while, God knows, how many 
luxurious comforts she was surroimded by in her own 
house ! And what is it all about? ay, guess if you can. 
Can it be to kill the Austrians ? . . . . but others than 
ladies must come to do that. And where is she from ? 
Perhaps from many a long way off; and if we don't 
find it out and she should die to-night, who knows how 
long her parents may be looking for her? What folly, 
what folly ! . . . . And he has absolutely come to die 
here! But, my Lord, I thank thee that at least she 

25* 
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is dying among Christians : she has not fallen in a fur- 
row or in a ditch, like so many others." 

Marco was making these reflections and was going 
through the porch with a light in one hand and the glass 
of milk in the other, when he heard a voice outside. He 
stopped, and in a moment, a soldier, panting for breath, 
rushed under the porch. " Who's there ?" cried Marco, 
half terrified. 

" My good man, help me to escape ! I am a soldier of 
the Roman legion, and was out with a night patrol, when 
a body of Austrians rushed out from an ambuscade and 
surrounded and captured the greater part of my com- 
rades. I, by a fortunate chance, slipped through them 
and fled like a deer through the valleys, through the 
bushes, and down the rocks. I have been running 
through the fields for two hours without knowing where, 
and seeing a light in this direction I ran towards it, and 
throw myself into your arms. Help me! receive me 
this night ; a little straw will be enough — ^you have a 
hay-loft, or" — 

" Mister soldier," replied Marco, " you see I'm but 

poor. If you'll accept it, we'll find a hole somewhere 

.... But there is another there under the shed, on 

the point of death. If you'll come with me, perhaps 

— who can tell? — ^you may know who it is." 

The soldier followed Marco, who was thinking, " Here 
again ! Here's another ! Poor children ! they are truly 
like scattered sheep. This one again ! how beautiful, and 
delicate, and graceful ! yes, yes ! it's their fancy to come 
and get killed. I suppose their skins have become a 
burden to them ; yet it's a skin of such smoothness, 
freshness, and youth !" When they entered, the women 
raised their heads, and seeing a soldier with Marco, were 
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frightened and became pale as a sheet. The soldier 
drew near and looked at his wounded comrade, who re- 
turned his gaze, and was the first with outstretched arms 
to e xclaim ; ^^ Ah, Mimo ! you here ! and how ?" 

IMimo could scarcely articulate, "Polissena!" he 
was struck with such stupor, internal anguish, and heart- 
rending grief ! He stood motionless before that counte- 
nance, overspread with a deathlike paleness, and those 
eyes now sunk and languishing, yet lighted with a fever- 
ish brightness. 

The women recovered from their fears, and taking the 
glass from the hand of Marco, with gentleness they 
raised the head of Polissena, and slowly poured the 
milk into her mouth. The poor creature, exhausted by 
her increasing sufferings, the sight of her lover, and the 
agitation of her still accusing conscience, could swallow 
only drop by drop : she remained motionless, turned her 
eyes in all directions, as if struck with fear ; then look- 
ing through the little group of bystanders, she fixed her 
regard upon the Madonna, and with renewed calm, was 
able to drink a little more. When she had taken as 
much as she wished, she appeared somewhat restored, 
and having composed herself, she extended her hand to 
Mimo, took his, and pressing it languidly, said : "Mimo, 
the Holy Virgin hns hroiip ;ht yon hftrft^ I j now not 
hoTTr rpJU see lhsrT"amdying. I am p ierced throu^h^ 
and T fcftl ^ny strength and ^^^^ ^^g*" g^^^^^g away JPnt 
this daSit h is life to me. Mary, the refuge of sinners, 
in her mercy, has obtained for me, from Jesus, the pardon 
of my^IuH , he h^s cancelled My iniquities ; my heart is 

transfo«B^i A. h, my bel o ved Ombelllna lia s obtained 

me this grace, so much has she prayed forme! See,' 
she is here still ; she does not abandon me a moment.** 

Mimo looked round amazed ; he sought to discover this 
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Ombellina ; and Marco and the women also glanced round, 
but they looked in vain ; they saw but the lengthened 
shadows, cast by the light, which stood upon the stand 
before the Madonna, and the light itself beginning to 
flicker and sputter as the oil ascended, mixed with the 
water upon which it floated. 

Polissena with a loud sigh (the young Speranza was 
drying the cold sweat which streamed from her face), 
"Forgive me, Mimo, the evil example which I have 
given you ; the mockeries of Christ and of holy things 
which you have so often heard uttered by this wretched 
tongue, and above all, the solicitations with which I have 
urged you to become a member of the secret societies, 
to initiate yourself in their oaths, in their treacherous, 
execrable, and infernal contract8..,-^^wearthat you will 
never enrol yourn fi lf im n ng tl i r i n j iW (F n i i t In iin j 



Mimo." 

" I dogear It, Polissena,'' replied Mimo, with a voice 
broken with sobs. 

" Give me_soi ^ hand, swear it b y the Madonna, .... 
turn {hen, behold her ; she hears us and sees us." 

" Yes, I me^r it by fEaTholy image." 

" Mimo, among all my iniquities, now more than ever 
I am stung, I am consumed with remorse, that I induced 
those unfortunate young ladies of Forli and Bologna, 
and especially that betrayed Juliana of Padua, to join 
in this war. Poor young girl ! but in her fifteenth year ! 
torn from the bosom of so good a father. What bitter 
tears will it have cost that excellent man ! Ah, seek her 
out, and lead her back to her paternal arms. Juliana 
will go, for already the poor creature has sorely re- 
pented !" 

" Yes, be calm, I will see that it is done." 

" Mimo, if God should grant that you should return to 
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Rome, tell that pure^^souI^-Aliaa, tlij,L aiigel "on earth, 
fha^fT'Tnud. iiiyu^ir^ithftr fA| |^ Uinl T llCN ( ( h^^ T conjure 
her by the Most Hol y Yi^g^*'^ , ' ^ |''^^^ "'^ jjtor^/ini 
which X-haj^ ^^iven her, to burn' the j nipi"^"" ^^^Vn y^h^nh 
I plaoad jn her hands to nerv^ ^t hfr, ^^ ^r^^^^nair^ from 

her heart the irreligious and c orrupt maxims wh ich'* 

The poor'CieaLLU'^ «7as unable to proceed; her features 
became agitated, her grief overcame her ; she breathed 
with diflSculty ; she wished to speak, but was unable. 
Mimo threw himself on his knees, buried his face in his 
hands, and with his head resting against the straw, burst 
into passionate weeping and sobbing. Polissena signed 
to Mattea to come near her, and taking her hand, di- 
rected her to draw a small pocket-book from the breast 
pocket, saying in a whisper: " Mattea, there are ten gold 
gregorinaa; lay apart two for masses for my soul, and 
those of so many poor Italians who have this day met 
their death in the combat; and accept the others for 
yourself and Speranza, in return for the tender care 
which you have shown me.'* She was then silent ; she 
turned her eyes as if to greet another person who stood 
by her side ; her countenance became calm and beautiful, 
and she said in a gentle tone j^^JYesJxomef-OlSBeilina, 

.... oh, ... . pray for mh^^^^a f^rnArl lifir.liAflfl 

slightly towardfirtbe MaxlonnaJlSSieeTeopened her eyes, 
looked u ^pnTtTTg nigcrand murmurgd; '' MaiTy ^ fib^ 
joi ned her hands, b ut thev iell backrHpoii her breast. 
Hf^r brfaithing b^^fli^^ indifltinf^tj alawf she~ openerTltor 
li]^, bent her head, an d breathed her last. ^ Marco, him- 
self^shedding tears, took^nmo*s Itrm, 'aiadSsaid, as he 
raised him up, " Come with me." Mimo, like one that was 
stunned, said not a word, but let himself be led away, 
and entered the kitchen, as the first rays of dawn ap- 
peared in the east. 
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CHAPTER XXVL 

THE PIEDMONTESB CAMP. 

At this period, all the country north of the Po was 
covered with the Italian legions, which, after crossing 
that river spread themselves over the States of Venice, 
Rovigo, Vicenza, Padua, Treviso, and up as far as the 
Piave, and literally, as far as the Talliamento ; every 
place swarmed with soldiers, marching and counter- 
marching without a moment's rest. General Durando* 
held his troops as near as possible to the positions occu- 
pied by King Charles Albert, to open communications 
with the Piedmontese army, or at least, to retain the 
advantage of receiving reinforcements from the King, as 
he advanced with the intention of arresting the advance 
of the column which was descending through Carnia, to 
the succor of Verona, where Marshal Radetsky was en- 
deavoring to baflSe the movements of the King, between 
the Adige and the Mincio. 

General Ferrari, with the Roman legions, hastened, by 
forced marches, to reinforce the garrison of General 
Zucchi, who was maintaining himself with diflSculty in 

• General Durando, a native of Piedmont, had been transferred to 
the Pope, by King Charles Albert, to discipline the pontifical army. 
The Pope committed to him, in conjunction with General Ferrari, the 
command of the Roman legions, destined for the defence of the bounda- 
ries of the States of the Church. General Zucchi, who had been impli- 
cated in the commotions of Romagna, in 1831, at this time, at the head 
of the revolted Italians, was harassing the Austrian army in Fruili. 
Zambeccari, a Bolognese gentleman, had constituted himself the guide 
and leader of a corps of volunteers levied in the Romagnas. 
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the fortress of Palmanova; already Udine had fallen 
into the hands of the Austrians, and after losing, in 
skirmishes and indecision, a great number of his men, he 
was undergoing a sort of siege in that place. Zambec- 
cari, with the Bolognese and the Romagna troops, had 
crossed the confines in advance of the two pontifical 
generals, and after throwing himself into Modena, to 
succor the rebellious subjects of the Duke, he thence 
changed his course, and directed his march beyond the 
Po, to carry aid to the Venetian^, who had risen against 
Austria, but who, left by Charles Albert to their own 
prowess, were in danger of being surrounded by the 
army from Carnia and Pontieba. Venice, after expel- 
ling ^arshal^ZichjJroB^^ 

mistress, and pro claimed itself a republic; upon the ^ 
piazza of St. Mark 's was unfurled the ancient lion of the 
AciriaticTtowhich the cities of the main land had turned 
and dedicated themselves, hoping to receive aid and pro- 
tection from its roaring. The lion of Venice, finding 
itself exceedingly enervated, did in efiect roar again, 
not, however, in the defence of its confederates, but to 
invoke for itself the aid and support of the Roman le- 
gions, and of the valiant troops of Naples and Lom- 
bardy. 

One morning in May, two Veronese youths, forming 
part of a body of volunteers of the University of Padua, 
posted at Treviso, were taking a walk on the delightful 
banks of the Sile, and resolved to go as far as the Do- 
minican monastery, to see the celebrated painting of Fra 
Sebastiano del Piombo, preserved there as a miracle of 
art. As they walked slowly along, their plumes waving 
in the golden light of the morning, one by the name of 
Mezzufibergo addressed the other, called Antenor : " You 
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were not at the caflfS in the piazza, yesterday, and I 
suppose you have not heard the great news brought from 
the King's camp, by the Commissary of the Roman le- 
gions, sent by General Ferrari.** 

" What good news does he bring ?" 

" PescTiiera is at the last gasp ; it is crumbling to 
pieces under the cannon of the besiegers. Ravelins, 
half-moons, scarps, counterscarps, and bastions, and 
every defence crushed, pounded, and levelled with the 
ground, under the shower of balls. Large portions of 
the fortifications are already overthrown, and the breach 
is nearly practicable. So you see, if the Duke of Genoa 
continues this gentle treatment, the poor fortress must 
soon give in, and to-morrow we are expecting a messen- 
ger to announce its surrender.** 

" If that*s the case, Mantua and Verona will soon be 
in the hands of the Piedmontese." 

"Exactly; the King has already fixed his general 
quarters at Mozzambano. It must be admitted, the 
Piedmontese are brave and warlike beyond any other 
Italian race.*' 

" For my part, until I see Charles Albert dining with 

. his generals upon the terrace of the Canossa palace, 

I facing the Adige, I will not put much trust in that. 

\RAflAf.;3^1fyifl n1^^ fl,Tifl f}]^il&al- — What nnyfi tho Commissary 

V) f jthe feeling in the c amp ?** 

I " He says, both oflScers and soldiers are real lions, 
^Jind hold the whole of Lombardy and Venice in their 
grasp.** 

"May God grant it !** 

" Do you know, Antenor, who this Commissary is ? 
I got a glimpse of him, last night, among a crowd of 
Roman riflemen, who accompanied him to the hotel. At 
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the quarters, he is thought to be a valiant young fellow 
from the Hanseatic towns, come to promote the war of 
independence, and all consider him a Danish or Swedish 
prince.** 

" You're mistaken, my friend ; he is simply a fellow- 
citizen of our own, and you must remember him per- 
fectly." 

"Ay? who is he, then?'' 

" Don't you recollec t As er. that rich Jew^ who was 
studying rhe toric in the schools of the Imperial Lyce um 
of &t. Anastasia, when we were in the third ?" ' 

" Yes, very well ; and* what has he to do with Den- 
mark or Sweden?" 

"Nothing at all; but, if you remember, he was the 
•only young^ JeWj who was not a mark for some sneer or ^, 
practical joke of the students. Such were his talents 
that few could keep pace with him, and at the same . 
time, he possessed such elegant and courteous manners, 
that so far from reminding us of the Jew's quarter, 
he was in everything a gentleman. He used to take 
solitary walks outside the Porta Nuova, and along the 
banks of the Vittoria, reading or in silent reflection." 

" Oh, yes ; I remember. He not unfrequently invited 
me to accompany him to that caff fe near the two Torri. 
He left suddenly, and I thought he had gone to the Uni- 
versity." 

" No. His father, who is a banker, often has business 
with mine : and even last autumn he came and spent 
several days with us in the country. He told us several 
times, that after Aser had completed his first year of 
philosophy, he was called to Hamburg, by an uncle, a 
rich merchant, who has vessels at sea, and carries on 
commerce with every shore of the Baltic, and in the 
VOL. I. 26 
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White Sea, as far as Archangel^ where he possesses 
stores, and a bank in high credit at the exchanges of 
Stockholm, Ghristiaria, and Copenhagen. Aser was not 
idle in the house of his uncle ; he travelled a good deal, 
acquired a proficiency in several languages, and lived in 
a style and fashion in keeping with such immense wealth. 
We were told by his father, that at the northern courts 
le was not surpassed in splendor and magnificence by 
/the princes and dukes, with whom he lived in familiar 
intercourse. But he afterwards became so ardent in the 
cause of liberty in Germany, and so intimately connected 
himself with all the great agitators, that, abandoning 
youthful pleasures for more lofty aspirations, he conse- 
crated himself entire to the cause of European resurrec- 
tion, and now devotes his immense wealth and distin- 
guished talents to that alone. At this moment he 
supports, '^^-bjfi^^-^ Q3cpaTT5A^ ftT^H that of the German 
Societies, a host of young men in this war of Italian in- 
dependence.*' 

" I understand among the Roman legions he passes 
himself off" as a prince." 

" Quite the contrary. The fact is, Aser conceals his 
origin; but as a man of wealth and generous disposition, 
handsome exterior, great accomplishments, and exalted 
aspirations, common report has dignified him with the 
title of prince.** 

" ' Principes Nephtali, Principes Juda, Principes Zabu- 
lon !* He is to be, I suppose, another Samson, and the 
Austrians the Philistines ; but I doubt if they'll let them- 
selves be annihilated with the jaw of an ass.** 

" You're usually witty, I see ; a real Veronese, my 
good Antenor.** 

" Well, what's to be done ? The madness of breaking 
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off our studies, and plunging with the partisan bands in 
this war, we have already committed ; and unless Charles 
Albert makes his way into Verona, we may cast to the 
winds every chance of ever setting foot there again, 
even if the balls of these Austrians should be so very 
obliging as to take their flight harmlessly over our heads ; 
therefore, my dear Muzzusbergo, what else can we do 
but get over our mad frolic in the best humor, and with 
as much enjoyment as we are able V* 

" Would you like to seek out Aser, and renew our an- 
cient intimacy with him ?" 

" With pleasure ; and the more gladly, as I am impa- 
tient to hear exactly how things are progressing in Lom- 
bardy." 

After a prolonged consultation with the Generals Fer- 
rari and Guidotti, with the legionary colonels, and the 
majors of the battalions, in which they had laid down 
a plan for raising the siege of Palmanuova, and driving 
the Austrian troops, not only from Udine, but not less 
than a hundred miles beyond the Piave, Aser had re- 
turned to his hotel, to dine with a number of legionary 
ofiScers, all in high spirits. While dinner was in prepa- 
ration, the two young Veronese found him conversing 
with his friends, and saluting him courteously, they re- 
quested him to allow them a few moments* conversation 
in private. Aser, after shaking hands with them, took 
them into his own apartment, where, as soon as he learned 
their names and country, he welcomed them with great 
joy, and asked them innumerable questions, especially 
concerning their former fellow-students. When they had 
satisfied him on those points, he turned to others of more 
immediate interest ; on the present state of Verona ; the 
opinions, tendencies, and aims of the citizens ; the mili- 
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tary fortifications; the supplies of provisions, and the 
condition of the army of Radetzky. But the boyish 
couple knew better where the best flavored cigars were 
to be had ; what hotel was the most noted for cooking, 
or where the best wine could be found ; and that was 
about the extent of their military knowledge. Where- 
upon Aser, taking their arms, led them back to the sa- 
loon, and invited them to take their seats with the rest 
of the company at dinner. There a lively conversation 
took place, chiefly upon the hopes of the Sardinian army ; 
and Aser related some true and admirable signs of the 
valor of those brave men, and of their eagerness to expel 
the foreigner from the soil of Italy. 

" You ought to see the King,** said he, " and hear the 
noble sentiments which flow from his heart, when he is 
surrounded by his generals. I was in his suite when, 
from the heights of Mozzanband, he was admiring the 
declivities, and at their feet the wide plains which stretch 
around Verona, the majestic windings of the Adige, the 
hills of Massimo, and on the left, those of Bussolengo. 
The star of victory shone forth in his countenance ; that 
star which has been so many years the object of his ad- 
miration, in his device of the couchant lion, which, with 
his head gently reposing upon its outstretched paws, 
says, as he looks up at the benignant light : ' I await 
my fortunate star.* And I tell you, that that star glit- 
ters like a most brilliant ruby before him, and gives 
promise of his triumph over the oppressors of Italy. 
Nor is he discouraged by the view of the invincible forti- 
fications which surmount the ' heights of Verona, on the 
north, or the palisades and parapets which frown upon 
the agressor on the south. As he looked upon the towers 
of Maximilian, which stretch their ponderous mass from 
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the crests of Avesa to the cliff of San Leonardo, turning 
to his aide-de-camp : ' There,* said he, ' upon that plat- 
form shall I drink to the restoration of Italy.* But if 
such high spirits and such firm hopes are entertained by 
the King, the oflScers of the entire army are not behind- 
hand in their ardor. I have seen their eyes flashing 
with impatience for the onset ; and they bear themselves 
like lions, in every engagement.^ One morning when I 
was in the camp of the vanguard, upon the Mincio, I saw 
all the ofiScers grouped around a spreading linden tree, 
upon the high banks which face Valeggio, on the side of 
the bridge of the Borghetto. What youthful fire ! what 
spirits ! what gaiety and boldness ! There were lieu- 
tenants of artillery mingling with the dragoons ; then a 
knot of royal guards and light horsemen ; next some of 
the cavalry of Aosta and Novara ; a captain of the regi- 
ment of Genoa, a lieutenant of that of Nice, and other 
officers of the brigade of Savoy and Pignerol. Scattered 
here and there, some were conversing, and describing 
exploits in which they took part ; others were reposing 
beneath the shade; while more were drinking toasts, 
with shouts of ' Long live the King !* 

" ' I charged on the right wing.* 

" ' And I, at the head of my men, tore through a 
column of Bohemians.' 

" ' And I, suddenly rushing with thirty men, from an 
ambuscade, fell on the flank of a squadron, and pursued 
them, in their headlong flight, up to the muzzles of the 
enemy's guns.* 

" ' You must confess,* cried a hardy young fellow, ' that 
that scornful fool basely calumniated us, when he said 
that the education of the Jesuits unmanned us. "We 

26* 
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should like him to come here and see, in the midst of 
battle, whether we are sheep or leopards.* 

" ' Bravo, you ! Hurrah for the Ruggiadosi.** 

" * Long life to us all, and to our bravery into the bar- 
gain. But say, are we not probably above two hundred 
oflScers, of all arms in the king's army, brought up by 
the Jesuits ? Well, don't we fight as valiantly as you 
others of the Military Academy V 

" ' You fight marvellously. But you still carry a cer- 
tain flavor of monks about you.' 

" ' We savor of gunpowder, if you will, and glorious 
sweat on the field of battle. Who was the first to leap 
upon the bridge of Goito, and die for the glory of Italy ? 
No other than a student of the Royal College of Turin, 
who fought in the regiment Real Navi. That oflScer of dra- 
goons, who charged against the bayonets of the Austrians, 
spurring his horse upon themj and hurling himself into 
the midst of the enemy's ranks with a valor which filled 
them with admiration, was also one of our comrades in 
the College. And crowds of others, at the batteries, 
among the light artillery, in perilous explorations, in the 
midst of furious assaults, have clearly shown whether 
they have unmanned, or he who wrote such insipid 
mockery, seated lazily in his arm chair, and far removed 
from danger.' 

" ' Capital ! nothing could be more true. Here, take 
a glass of wine ; your throat must want moistening after 
such a peroration.' 

* The name applied to the Jesuits, by Vincenzo Gioberti. This must 
be a joke, by the rule of contrary, as it is called, for those poor fathers 
are, for the most part, of extreme meagreness, while the Ruggiadoso, 
blessings on him, is represented by a jolly, fat, and rubicund per- 
sonage. 
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" ' Contagi !* and we/ cried another ex-student, ^ who 
in the cause of Italy have cast our scientific laurels upon 
the pinnacle of San Lorenzo, and donned the helmet and 
military cap, to join the army, will any one say we don*t 
fight like brave meit2.,The Ruggiadosi taught us to recite 
the rosary, but they did not thereby pluck from our souls 
the love of our country. We had no sooner seen the 
King beyond the Ticino, than our Piedmontese hearts 
bounded in our bosoms ; we did not forget that the nobi- 
lity of Piedmont was born to arms before it assumed the 
toga ; the glory of our ancestors is inscribed above, as 
in our ancient castles ; the House of Savoy has ever be- 
held them ranged at its side, bearing the white cross 
whenever the field of honor called them to battle, to vic- 
tory, or to death.* 

" * Prodigious ! What rhetoric ! That's a bit of Livy ; 
yet they say you were plucked, at the examination of the 
third year in law.' 

" ' Plucked in law, but crowned upon the field of battle. 
Those are the laurels of a Piedmontese gentleman. 
And you know that I started, with not a few other 
fellow-students, all as simple soldiers, and here we are 
now, with lieutenant's epaulettes, won at the passage of 
the Mincio, at the battles of Goito, Villafranca, Som- • 
macampagna, Sona, and Pastrengo. Long live the 
king!' 

" Such, my friends, was the tone of their conversation. 
I assure you I never passed a few days more satisfac- 
torily, than in the camp of King Charles Albert. Would 
that I could say the same of the camp of the Roman 
legiodMj^hich, upon h onor ^ are nlji^olutely a confused 

• Contagi J the favorite exclamation of the Piedmontese, who use it 
in joking, in anger, or even in cursing. 
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mob, such as I have never beheld, and hope never to see 
again. I blush that I should have to confess it." 

The company rose from table, and Aser, shaking 
hands with the two young Veronese, went to the caffS in 
the piazza, to meet the general o£Scers at a consulta- 
tion on the measures to be adopted in prosecuting the 
war. 

Aser drew a correct picture of the bravery of the 
Piedmontese officers : it excites the sorrow of all good 
Italians, to see it cast away in a war so manifestly unjust. 
If they, who, under color of glory, liberty, and the resto- 
ration of Italy, urged King Charles to this unfortunate 
enterprise, had not been blinded by the rage of the 
secret societies, they must have known that if it were 
lawful for the Lombards to call Piedmont to support 
them in this rebellion, by the same law, it would have 
Ibeen just for the Genoese and the Savoyards to call in 
Vthe intervention of France and England, to deliver them 
from the Piedmontese rule. But the golden maxim, 
" Do not unto others what you would not have them do 
unto you," is now an antiquated law of nature, to be 
cast away as useless rubbish. 



CHAPTER XXVII. 

GOSSIPING AND FALSEHOOD. 

Before proceeding further with our narration, it is 
desirable to arrest our course for a few moments, in order 
to consider the safest path of arriving at the true state 
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of facts, a labor which is more diflScult of attainment tha 
may at first appear, for according to an old Italian pr| 
verb, " the tim e of ^ war is th e time of gossip and false- 
hood,** as if they were not sufflcienily rite In the work 
in all other seasons. But the proverb is thus expressed! 
perhaps, because those commodities are never so cheap 
as during a period of commotion, when every one assumes 
the liberty of speaking according to the dictates of his 
passions, his hopes, or his fears, and when a large number, 
actuated by no other motive than that of gratifying their 
itch for gossiping, extenuate every fiction and again 
retail it in the new. 

In ttiig war for Italian independence, however, a true 
balance, in these matters, was not maintained, for the field 
of gossip was made a monopoly, or as it were, a park, in 
which they alone were permitted to hunt who wished the 
expulsion of the Austrian, and the glorious and trium- 
phant resurrection to a new life of the whole Italian pe- 
ninsula. But to all who did not see fit to side with this 
party, which clamored jor the resu rrection of Italy, either 
hftcai afi they could not discover that Italy was dead^ or in 
slaveryjja^because they found themselves quite as com- 
fortable without war; or because their brains were too ob- 
tuse to take in the promised happiness of the new institu- 
tions ; or because instead of brilliant light they saw only 
profound darkness ; or because they adhered blindly to the 
" Old Creed," and had not yet seen the baptism of Civil 
Christianity y and therefore held it, as a pagan, a Turk, 
a Jew, or a heretic ; or because in the midst of fulsome 
praise of religion, they heard nought but curses against 
its ministers ; or because they were unable to see that, 
« Hurrah for Pius IX.** and " Death to the Pope** were 
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one and the same thing; or because they beheld in 
Rome and in the Legations, certain good Christians, who 
until then had hated and persecuted Christ, holding the 
offices from which they had ousted the cardinals; or 
because, in the midst of encomiums upon the public pros- 
perity, rumors reached them of exhausted treasuries, 
accumulated state debts, commercial ruin, of arts and 
science paralysed, poor starving, despised and trampled 
upon ; or because their gold and silver currency had 
vanished, and liberty had poured forth paper enough to 
cover the walls of the Vatican; or because they saw 
a number of purses which yesterday were exhausted, 
but to-day they had grown bulky, and swelled ; or be- 
cause • 

Stop ! cut short this string of becauses ; they are 
enough to drive one distracted ! 

There are still many more, however ; they would form 
a string that would reach to Milan: but if you have 
enough, I will go no further. It suffices to say that they, 
who could not side with the restoration party, from 
whatever cause, were not permitted to gossip as they 
thought proper, but were forced to swallow the whole 
bundle of becauses, and brood over them in silence. 
And if in the exuberance of their new liberty, they were 
so bold as to say nothing at all, then a. shower of exe- 
crations, curses, insults, and threats, both in public and 
private, fell upon their heads, and to fill their measure 
of enjoyment, they saw upon the walls sheets of paper 
in print or in handwriting, " such a one is a * black,' " 
" such another is a 'retrograder.* '' "If Tizio can't keep 
silence, he shall hereafter find himself gagged." " If 
Caius goes on talking, he will lose his tongue," and "if 
the man in such a street, on the third floor, number 36, 
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don't stop his croaking, he'll meet with a knife that will 
stop it for him.*' 

The Bomans read. Each one assumed an air of 
satisfaction, and said smilingly to the crowd which 
hemmed him in : " All goes well ; ' down with the 
blacks.* " • In the mean time, a sweat of terror was ooz- 
ing from every pore, as he thought within himself, " I 
see, the holy invitation is meant for me ; now good 
tongue keep quiet or else shout, ' Liberty for ever !"* and 
he passed on with the air of supreme contentment. 
Thus the liberals had all their own way. Is there a 
doubt of it ? They proclaimed that " Speech was to be 
as free as thought," therefore the universal vote was 
spontaneous ; no one doubts it. 

" Yes, but those red, and green, and yellow papers, 
which were stuck on the walls with the abovementioned 
names, their doubtful compliments, and" 

" Oh, that was*mere fun, simple pastime, pure jokes 
to raise a laugh !" 

" But, that poor fellow, who was found dead the other 
night in the Piazza di Spagna?" 

" Oh, he was drunk and cracked his skull by a fall." 

"But the other one, down there by Bouchi?" 

"Oh, he stumbled and struck his head against the 
comer of the curbstone." 

" Yet the former was found with his head unhurt, and 
a bayonet wound through his side, and the latter with 
his throat cut ; but the one had spoken against the war, 
and had given vent to some expressions against Ciceru- 
acchio at a tavern in the Monti, and the other at the 
cookshop of Monserrato." 

"They were a couple of simpletons; people must 
mind what they are doing in taverns. You may say 
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•what you like about priests, or the Cardinals, or the Pope, 
or Christ ; but not a word against the war ; not a hint 
against Ciceruacchio or Sterbini," 

" What, can't a poor father vent a few words of com- 
plaint, when they have enticed away his son, and sent 
him to the war ?'* 

" Fools, I tell you ; knaves ! The war is sacred, 
Ciceruacchio is the tribune of the people, Sterbini is 
the father of his country ; woe to him who shall say a 
syllable against them. Death to the blacks." 

But those who had obtained the royal patent for 
gossip and falsehood in the cause of the Italian war, 
were the newspaper editors. Why, of course, the Press ! 
Full liberty, and universal pjg SBQrt.Sj hills of credit for 
evevy merchandise, notes ot exemption at every custom- 
house, safeconducts in every stubborn whim ; let no one 
presume to demand taxes of them for contraband effects ; 
let no one assess them ; let them pass exempt from every 
impost, from every burden, every duty, every penalty. 
And the greater, the more gross, expedient, and long- 
winded their lies, the more let them bear away the praise 
of loyalty, the stamp of candor, the diploma of sincerity, 
the palm of veracity. 

All exclaim with one voice, that the news published 
to the world by a hundred papers, and rained in torrents 
from the clouds upon every city in Italy, is nothing 
more than the capricious fancies of dreamers, the boasts 
offbraggadoctogy (by imiingfl of madmen. --What has 
that to do with it? What is that to the question?- 
Every one greedily drinks it in, as the quintessence of 
all that is capable of replenishing the mind. Let those 
lies lead Italy to the happiness for which she has sighed 
during so many years ; let it infuse into her the healthy 
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vigor which shall fortify her sinews and muscles to con- 
tend with the Austrian, to crumble her power to dust, 
and fill her with despair and confusion. Only imagine ! 
At every cannonade of the Pallade^ at every bombard- 
ment from Bon Pirlone, the Austrian phalanxes are 
thinned by thousands, Marshal Radetzky falls dead, he 
is dragged at a horse's heels through the cities of Lom- 
bardy, or he is hanged or quartered, and his quarters 
posted upon the gates of Milan, Lodi, Bergamo, and 
Brescia, as people nail up kites and owls. 

You still say that lies have short legs, their arms are 
mutilated, and their body is a shadow ! What ! when 
they led Charles Albert three times in triumph into 
Verona ; when they kindled revolt against the Emperor 
through the Tyrol, and raised a storm of fury in the 
Valleys of Ledro, of None, of Fieme, and of Folgheria ; 
when they cut off the retreat of Radetzky, killed Gene- 
ral Aspell, destroyed the walls of the fortress of Legnano, 
made the bulwarks of Mantua tremble and fall to the 
ground with terror ; consumed Vienna ten times over, 
put to flight a thousand Austrians before a hundred 
and twenty Tuscans, and with eight pieces of cannon 
captured a whole park of artillery, which was taking an 
airing on the esplanade outside of the walls of Mantua ! 
Will you still say that lies are not warriors, and that 
they can't fire sixty-pounders ? ^ 

In fine, in less than one month, in pitched battles, in 
constant engagements, sudden skirmishes, fights in am- 
buscades, encounters of explorers, meetings of foraging 
parties, and contests at the fords of streams, the Aus- 
trians lost more thousands than were in the whole army 
of the Adige and of the Piave, ten times told. 

Where, then, was the laboratory in which such a flood 
VOL. I. 27 
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of falsehood "was concocted and poured forth in such 
a voluminous and unfailing stream? And by what 
means did it spread with such rapidity, clothe itself 
with such an air of sincerity, impose by its audacity, 
and gain credit among the simple ? Now we come to 
cut this Gordian knot. One evening a young man, 
habited in black velvet, in the fashion of Young Italy, 
sought an interview with a well-known prelate. He was 
admitted, and said, bowing : " Monsignore, I come to 
God and to you for succor, for I am forsaken, and I die 
of hunger unless you stretch forth your hand to help 
me. I am a writer for the press, by which I earned an 
abundant support, but as I had not yet abandoned my 
soul entirely to the spirit of evil, I have forsaken my 
occupation, for I was stricken with terror at the danger 
which I have been constantly incurring." 

The prelate, who was quicksighted, and a deeply 
discerning man, replied : '* My friend, the press is like 
the conduit pipes of a fountain, they conduct the water 
as they receive it from its source. If the water be pure, 
clear, sparkling, fresh, and sweet, they transmit it to the 
fountain with the good qualities which it possessed when 
they received it ; but if the source be impure, and the 
water turbid and bitter, such they deliver it at the out- 
let, and the people that resort there taint their food 
with it, and poison their blood. Such are also the eflFects 
of the public papers. They are, as it were, the public 
fountains which irrigate and supply drink to the cities, 
*but your fountains conduct no other water than what 
flows through your own channels ; if their teachings be 
sound, their maxims pure, he who drinks finds his mind 
and his heart refreshed ; but when the contrary is the 
case, he imbibes poison, delirium, and death. 
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" If the water/* continued the prelate, " which we dis- 
pense, flow through canals muddy, putrid, and disgust- 
ing, no others can be expected from the guilty source 
whence they issue to the destruction of Italy. Their 
fountain-head gushes from the depths of wickedness, 
which are.,^the^jggje t a e cie t ipOi — Fium Lhii clefts iliifl" 
crevices of their dark caverns , the pois onous stre am 
oozes forth, xiud guidcrd into the light through their 
journals, spreads its pestilence through the world. Learn 
then, Monsignore, that this black pool is in Rome. Every 
night the directors and editors of our dailies hold their 
meetings, and there read the orders of Mazzini, which 
they transmit to other central committees at Naples, 
Florence, and Bologna. Young Italy operates directly 
from Switzerland through Piedmont and Lombardy. 
The directors then discuss the steps to be taken; in 
those meetings each member offers his advice and opi- 
nion, and after mature consideration, the plans which 
meet with general approbation are adopted. The ' Con- 
temporaneo' takes the higher walks of statef policy ; the 
'Bilanciay the ' Epoca^' and the ^ Speranza^ advocate 
discordant views ; one is for, the other against a certain 
measure ; but while they carry on this contest with an 
appearance of hostility, they still preserve such a direc- 
tion as will lead their readers to the same false conclu- 
sion. In the morning they storm at each other in their 
prints, in the evening they sup pleasantly together, and 
drink to the health of the silly dupes who give credit to 
their inventions. 

"You must say, 'We'll have no republic!* 'You, 
without disapproving of the proposition, must turn about 
and dispense a blow here and a thrust there.* ' You 
exclaim against Mazzini, and that Italy wants no tutors \\ 
as long as Italy was young, it was verily so childishJ 
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that without the leading-strings of Mazzini it was too weak 
to keep its feet ; now it has waxed strong, and thrown 
ofiF all tutelage ; it is already a woman of mature growth, 
tall, fair, and powerful, and can attend to its own 
affairs without the aid of guardians and advisers.*"^ 
*• You laud the Constitution to the skies/ ' You, again, 
say that Mazzini loves Italy more than his own soul, 
and that Guerrazzi would shed the last drop of his blood 
for the liberty of our country.* 

" Thus we enact the quarrels of knaves, and at night 

divide the spoil ; thus are the paths smoothed for the 

introduction of a republic, and without exciting the 

suspicions of our senseless dupes, we stun them with our 

incessant strife, until by slow degrees they stumble into 

the snare. ' You, Pallade^ banter, fume, persecute the 

retrogradists ; sow abroad rumors of conspiracy, sedi- 

1 tion, and treachery by the blacks and the Euggiadosi. 

1 You, Upoca, and you, Speranza, never tire of calling 

1 aloud to Italy to turn its eyes upon Rome; in it are 

Icentred all its hopes ; to Rome it must look for redemp- 

Ition ; preach that Charles Albert is the first sword of 

fftaly; let your conceptions be sublime, your diction 

poble, your periods sounding, your phrases full of fire 

and ardor.' 

" Would you believe it, Monsignore, these recommen- 
dations are the signal for jokes, mockery, sarcasm, and 
sneers ? ' Ah ! we can scofi* at them all ! Wait awhile, 
and the Red Republican cap shall replace the tiara !* 
And with similar vaunts they separate and stroll through 
the streets with cries of ' Long live Pius IX.* 

"I frequented this society for a livelihood,** replied 
the stranger, " and every article that I wrote brought 

* These words are extracted from the PaUade^ a mistress in this 
species of gossiping, for the misleading of the vulgar. 
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its harvest of dollars ; and the more impudent the lie, 
the more it turned to my profit. I invented news from 
Vienna, Berlin, Milan, or Venice ; J[ put, 
perors, kings, princ es, and generals ; then, after a few ' 
days,-?nretFacte(i or explA liied m;f pieiious news ; I 
made predictions, modelled out a number of incidents 
favorable to the cause of Italy, and aways kept on hand 
some article on the atrocious cruelty of the Austrians ; 
the assassinations which occurred in the various cities of 
Romagna, XJmbria, and of the Marches, I laid to the 
charge of the 'Blacks,' and above all, to that of the 
Jesuits, who thus revenged themselves upon those gene- 
rous Italians who had hunted them from their homes ; I 
coined millions concealed by the reverend fathers, or 
scattered by the sackful among the Italian cities to bribe 
them to commotions and revolt in favor of the Austrians. 
After they had been expelled from Rome, I represented 
their general as flying, at one time, to the camp of 
Radetzky with the treasures of which he had plundered 
Rome ; at another, in the Piedmontese camp, engaged 
in corrupting the leaders ; at another, at the Imperial 
Court, fostering machinations for the destruction of 
Italy ; I even took him all the way to St. Petersburg, 
to propose to the Emperor Nicholas to hurl down upon 
us his furious Cossacks, that they might pierce with 
their lances all the new Constitutions, like so many 
fowls upon the spit. 

" You see what absurcKties ; yet thousands of wouldbe 
politicians would arch their eyebrows, puzzle their brains, 
and hold forth in endless comments upon them with con- 
summate subtlety, and an expenditure of syllogisms, which 
was never surpassed. The other papers of Italy copied 

27* 
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them, and made them resound and reach from end to end 
of this credulous and maudlin Italy. 

*' I confess, however, Monsignore, that I looked upon 
all such falsehoods as leading to no serious consequences, 
but I was not permitted to confine myself to such foole- 
ries, for, finding that I wrote in a strong and vivid style, 
they assigned me a less innocent part; they ordered 
me to turn my ear against God and his Church, to preach 
heresy, pantheism, and socialism. To contend against 
this, was difiScult ; to refuse, dangerous. I feigned indis- 
position ; I was suflFering imder an irritation of the nerves, 
which allowed me neither to write nor think. They all 
turned their backs upon me, and where I was loaded 
with caresses, a dollar or a meal is now refused me. 

" Monsignore, if you will receive me in any capacity, 
I will endeavor to serve you faithfully, but as for any 
more writing, it is a thing which has become impossible. 
The good can henceforth never print a single line in 
defence of truth and justice. The factions have hedged 
in the field of error and falsehood at every point ; they 
have fortified it with bulwarks and bastions which leave 
no opening for assault, and they live in security within. 
They have corrupted the majority of the printers of Italy, 
who have enrolled themselves in the phalanx of impiety. 
The small numbers of the good, and those who remain 
neutral, have received intimations that, under pain of 
death, they presume not to print a single syllable with- 
out the condescending permission of their Master of the 
Sacred Palace, the name which they give, in mockery, 
^ to the Revisers of the Association. 

'^ They raise an incessant clamor against the tribunal 
of the Holy Inquisition, while their own inquisition sur- 
passes, immeasurably, those of Spain and Portugal. 
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You, no doubt, have not forgotten, Monsignore, that only 
a short time ago, there was published in Rome, a loose 
sheet, and I do not now recollect the name, in defence of 
several calumniated personages. The secret Committee 
was instantly convened ; imprecations and blasphemies, 
shouts and yells were vented without end: * Menace the 
printer with death !' * No, murder him !* ' Let him not 
live another day !* * This very night, in his own house !' 
' No, in the public street, as an example, and a terror to 
others.' 'But at this moment the sheet is being sold in 
the Corso ; fly, snatch it from the hands of the venders, 
seize them, and strike them down ; force them to confess 
where they received the paper.' This was no sooner said 
than done. They rushed out like bloodhounds, upon 
those poor children, shouting and roaring, as they com- 
pelled them to lead them to the printers. They seized 
flie whole impression, and piling it in a heap, they set 
fire to it, and then threw into the flames the forms of 
type, two counters, and the presses, and would have 
burnt alive the printer, the foreman, the compositors, 
the pressmen, all down to the printer's devils, had they 
caught them. 

"Imagine, therefore, Monsignore, if ours are the 
times for printing anything tending to good, in Italy ! 
And people exclaim: 'The public authority ought to 
interfere ; it ought to speak out ; it ought here, it ought 
. there,' and they are unable to see, that no power on 
earth can dam up so overwhelming an inundation. That 
is reserved to the arm of God, that when he shall be 
moved to pity for His Church, he will crush the impious 
like earthen vessels, and scatter them as dust, to the 
winds." 

" Of what use," some may ask, " is all this dolorous 
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history of the villany of the public journalists of eighteen 
hundred and forty-eight ? Are not their indecent ex- 
pressions trumpeted forth, with unsparing effrontery, 
before the whole world ? Since eighteen hundred and 
fifty, we have a difiFerent mode of action." 

Really ! We oflFer our congratulations on the improve- 
ment since eighteen hundred and fifty, but in eighteen 
hundred and forty-eight, things took their course, as 
described by the poor writer to the prelate, and they 
are here repeated, because they are invaluable, in placing 
in their proper light, certain transactions which were 
sworn to be so indubitable, so true, and so well ascer- 
tained, that to doubt them, was a crime. 

Conversations, in substance, as follows, were frequently 
heard in Rome : 

" What are the sentiments expressed by the Pope, on 
this point?" 

"Why! they are published in the Contemporaneo ; 
there is nothing more to be said ; there they are, as 
clear as day !" 

"But, with your permission" — 

" I tell you they are given in the Contemporaneo ! 
I am astonished at you ; a paper of such authority knows 
what it says." 

" But the Pope never said, and never imagined such a 
thing : he thinks and says the very reverse." 

"You're a simpleton; the Contemporaneo never de- 
ceives ; it is never mistaken ; it's like a bulV 

" Yes,3bull with horns, I suppose. Good day, sim- 
pleton." 
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CHAPTER XXVIIL 

THE CROATIAN. 

In the centre and narrowest part of Croatia, and at 
the foot of the great western branch of the high moun- 
tains of Bellenar, stands the little city of Ivanich, in a 
most delightful spot, at the confluence of the silvery 
streams, the Chasma and the Hlova. The declivities of 
those hills, which rise with a gentle ascent to the sur- 
rounding forests of beech, larch, and fir trees, are famed 
for the richness and fertility of their pastures, and for 
the aromatic and sweet-scented herbs which flourish here^ 
and through the surrounding country, as far as the 
Drava. Through these pastures roam the countless 
flocks of sheep so highly esteemed in Bansto, Hungary, 
and Italy, on account of the softness of their wool. The 
extensive valleys descending southward, towards Slavo- 
nia and Turkish Erzegovina, afford abundant pasture- 
grounds for herds of a small, spirited race of horses, 
which are rapid in their evolutions in battle, hardy and 
enduring in travel, and which scramble boldly and se- 
curely up the steep mountain paths, and along the edges 
of yawning and overhanging precipices. 

Upon those mountains, and among those valleys of 
Ivanich, is scattered a great number of cottages. The 
foundations of these cottages, and a few layers above 
ground, consist of huge stones, with their angles and 
joints fitted together with great skill, and in strict ac- 
cordance with the laws of symmetry and solidity. These 
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walls support the roof, which is thatched with straw, 
fern or stubble, so firmly and so evenly fastened to the 
rafters, that neither the rain nor the melting snow can 
soak through into the interior. 

The fireplace occupies the centre of the building, on 
the ground floor, and the smoke, blackening the boards 
and rafters as it curls upward, escapes through an open- 
ing at the top ; the hearth is surrounded by large stones, 
within which the grate is set ; around this, at night, the 
young men stretch themselves upon mats, with their feet 
towards the fire. 

These people lead a patriarchal life ; and even those 
among them who possess immense wealth, in flocks of 
sheep and herds of horses, do not abandon their native 
simplicity. Temperate, upright, and sincere, the happy 
\ ignorance in which they live, leaves them untainted by 
I cupidity^ ; but contented with their hills and valleys, they 
I spend their days without being once disturbed by un- 
/ gratified desires ; they fear God and honor their priests ; 
they meet, with cordiality, the wishes of the Emperor, 
and hold their superiors in veneration ; they obey their 
parents, and submit to the head of the family, who, 
though king and sovereign among them, reigns with 
natural love ; the women discharge the household affairs, 
the girls attend their flocks, while the young men are en- 
gaged with the horses, in hunting, or in military exer- 
cises. 

Every group of houses, village, or hamlet, scattered 
over this wide extent of territory, maintains a body of 
guards against the Montenegrini, who are the robbers of 
the country ; against the vagabond and fortune-telling 
Zingari or Gipsies, and against several tribes of Bosnia 
and Servia, a wild and fierce race, who live by rapine 
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and war, and who, flying with their booty, betake them- 
selves to the fastnesses of their dense and black forests. 

The Croatians are descended from the Pelasgi of Li- 
burnia, and have scarcely ever mixed with other races. 
They are handsome, tall, active, muscular, and well pro- 
portioned ; their complexions are dark, and their spark- 
ling eyes of the deepest black ; they wear their black 
hair parting in long curls over their shoulders. Their 
dress is picturesque and highly ornamental, and round 
their/ waist is folded a voluminous scarf of variegated silk, 
in which they wear a short sword, and in war, a brace of 
pistols. They shave their beards, but their thick black 
mustaches hang down on each side of the mouth. On 
their heads they wear red Greek caps with a large pur- 
ple tassel waving over the neck. 

The women excel in horsemanship, and like the men, 
confine themselves to the beautiful but unchanging na- 
tional costume, varied only when on horseback, by the 
addition of wide Turkish drawers, of the finest white 
manufacture, gathered in minute plaits at the ankles. 
Their long, flowing hair is woven in two parts, with 
broad yellow or rosecolored ribbon, and when loose, 
reaches below the hem of the vest, but when bound up, 
it is round the head and over the forehead like a grace- 
ful and natural diadem. 

Thfij youB^ Ql gflL Ukassowich, u nt il h n rfi ftr cnth yun i f ; 
w atcbfi^ hfir father's^ ^fikflyjar-cuilipany wilh her sister* 
^and cousin, upon the hills which surrounded their habi- 
tation. Nicholas, their grandfather, who governed their 
family, had six sons, all married, and they, with their 
numerous children formed a joyful circle round the 
venerable old man, who was close upon his ninetieth 
year. This house, rich in flocks^ was still richer in 
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' Wirtue and peace ; and Nicholas governed it as its lord, 
ifeared, honored, and beloved by his children and grand- 
/children, to the number of forty-five. They all eat at 
the same table, and at the close of the day, they all 
joined in the evening prayer, around the fire in winter, 
and in summer, under the widespreading elm, which 
shaded the space in front of the cottage. 

George, the fourth son of Nicholas, had one son and 
five daughters, of whom Olga was the oldest. As, there- 
fore, according to the abovementioned custom, the male 
population spends a portion of its time in caartial exer- 
cises, both for the defence of their native valleys, their 
flocks, and other property, and to enter the regiments 
which are furnished by Croatia to the army of the Em- 
peror, Leo, the only son of George, was more fre- 
quently in arms than his cousins, who could take their 
turns with their brothers. For this reason, Olga, on 
attaining her sixteenth year, through love she enter- 
tained for her brother, and according to the custom of 
her people, applied herself with such resolution to the 
acquirement of skill in the use of arms, and in horseman- 
ship, that from patrolling the country, in expeditions 
an dJm nightlyj wtftltUe^, HUii buuttma ^qual to t he most 
robust of the young men, and on more than one occa- 
sion, at the head Of her cousins and other borderers, she 
put to flight the roving bands of Bosnians, Servians, and 
Albanians, who, in search of plunder, had fallen upon 
the neighboring villages. 
/ In tlug j)rav e girl were u nited a remar kable beauty of 
I person with a min d of admirable vivaci^vlEgd penetra- 
\ tion. jjoth when imder aorms, and when pasturing the 
\paternal flocks, she snatched every moment to read, in 
oclavonic as well as in German, which she had learned 
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in the public schools, the histories of her own country, 
and of the other nations of Asia and Europe. She also 
took every opportunity of gratifying her thirst for know- 
ledge, by extracting from her grandfather, and the other 
old men of the valleys, the traditions of her own race, 
and of the neighboring people ; and such was her dili- 
gence, that she far excelled her cousins and the other 
girls in that region. 

In the mean time, it happened that the wife of George 
brought him another son, whom they called in Sclavonic 
tongue Ostutni — that is. The Tardy ; and in the year 
1846, the period having arrived for renewing their share 
of new levies for the imperial squadron, Nicholas was re- 
quired to furnish three from his house. The family as- 
sembled, and placing in a box the names of all the young 
Ukassowich, from the age of twenty to twenty-four, three 
were drawn out, — Babba, or Barnaby, the son of Ste- 
phen ; Janni, of Anastasius ; and Leo, George's son. 
But Olga came forward, and said with firmness : " It shall 
never be said that Leo went to the war leaving my pa- 
rents without a son ; for we cannot count Ostutni, who 
is as yet but an infant.'* 

The aged Nicholas placed his hand upon the head of 
Olga. "Well spoken!" he exclaimed; "the blood of 
Ukassowich is ever generous. Remember, my daughter, 
that Irene, my own sister, served as a substitute for me, 
under the Empress Theresa, in the campaigns of Silesia, 
and displayed such valor that she Avas created, upon the 
field of battle, colonel of the regiment of Gradisca. Re- 
member, that in our domestic records we have a Zoe, 
who acquired fame in the war of the Spanish succession ; 
a Euphemia, who fell in the assault of Belgrade, in the 
act of planting the imperial standard upon the outer for- 
voL. I. 28 



326 THB JEW OF VERONA. 

tifications. Ol ^a. be virtuous, pious, and valiant." 
When the venerable old man had ceased speaEing^his 
three grandchildren knelt before him, and he blessed 
them. 

In 1848, Olga had already formed part of the garri- 
sons of Capo d'Istria, Verona, Padua, and lastly, at 
Nestri, when Marshal Zichy so tamely ceded Venice to 
the rebels. After this period, she retired, with the rest 
of the Austrian columns, towards Klagenfurt, whence 
she afterwards descended with General Nup ^ent. to defend 
4fecrAAistrian pos5?i8Hions iu Italy. 

It was abeady three in the afternoon, and Babba Stefano* 
vich had not yet returned to his quarters, after the fierce 
engagement of Carbonera, so well contested by a body of 
picked troops from the Roman Legion, and a detachment 
of the Exiled Italians. The Austrians advanced in a 
dense column along the Fontani road, concealing behind 
a body of troops two pieces of heavy artillery, and a nu- 
merous squadron of cavalry behind a cluster of houses. 
In the heat of the first onset, their leading troops opened, 
the two pieces of cannon fired, the cavalry charged, and 
the ranks of the Italians broke, and fled back to Treviso 
foi^ refuge, with the Austrians in hot pursuit at their heels. 
General Guidotti was slain, and with him a number of 
youths from Rome, and various provinces of Italy. 

After this bloody engagement, Olga retired with her 
own cavalry to their quarters at Fontani, where she found 
her cousin Janni slightly wounded by a ball which had 
grazed his arm near the left shoulder ; she removed his 
coat, and rolling up his sleeve, she saw that it had only 
pierced the skin, and having bandaged it up, she next 
gave her attention both to her own horse and that of 
Janni. 
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Olga waited for her cousin Babba, the greater part of 
an hour, but not seeing him, she went about inquiring if 
he had joined the patrol ; but one man was currying his 
horse, another was cleaning his bridle, another was 
shaking the dust from his horse's trappings, another was 
scraping, with an old knife-blade, the foam from his 
saddle-cloth, and no one, in fine, had time to heed her 
inquiries. She waited a few minutes more, which seemed 
to her interminable. At length, overcome by a thou- 
sand fears, she saddled Emir, the name she had given 
her horse, and started in quest of Babba. She asked 
for him at Madonna di Rovere, at Fiera, Visnadello, 
Castrette, and Ponzano, but as no one could give her 
any tidings of him, she was reduced to the greatest 
distress. 

At length she turned, with great anxiety, towards the 
place of the combat, between Carbonera and Treviso, to 
discover if perchance he had been killed or wounded ; 
she ascended a hill and looked around in every direc- 
tion, over the whole extent of the field of battle, and 
descending slowly, she continued to stretch her sight in 
advance. 

Those who have never beheld a field of battle, can not 
form an idea of its confusion, and the shuddering and 
horror which it inspires. Over a vast circle is seen 
every form and aspect of suffering, disorder, despair, and 
death. On all sides are arms and baggage, muskets 
thrown away, and caissons, for the most part, broken to 
pieces by the fugitives, to prevent their pursuers from 
using them against them ; sabres, swords, and bayonets, 
scattered upon the ground, some drawn, and others still 
in their scabbards, attached to the sword-belts ; cartridge- 
boxes, some empty, and others filled; helmets, caps, 
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flasks, pans, and knapsacks with their belt« and straps 
entire, or sometimes cut, to save time in unbuckling them ; 
here shoes, there cravats and stocks, torn from the neck 
to give them more freedom to breathe in their flight, 
coats, waistcoats, jackboots, portions of trowsers left 
hanging upon the thorns of the hedges. Here a wounded 
horse lies gasping, there a gun-carriage broken and 
overthrown, with a horse which could not be disengaged, 
struggling and plunging, and covered with foam. The 
ground is stained with blood, and strewed with fragments 
of trees, torn down by the cannon-balls, and the grass 
and crops are trodden down and destroyed. Death, in 
every hideous shape, stalks over all. Here are heaped 
up groups of slain, among whom a discharge of grape- 
shot has coursed, their limbs are torn, their bodies with 
arms or legs shot away, their eyes hanging out of the 
sockets, their mouths rent open, jaws crushed and 
wrenched from the joints, their ears cut ofi" or hanging 
by a shred, their skulls shattered, and brains dashed out 
and mingled with the hair, their bodies torn open and 
mangled, their blood contamination and loathsome. New 
horrors of death mark the passage of the cavalry, where 
the sabre has done its work, disfiguring the face with 
hideous gashes, cleaving the forehead, cutting the cheek 
from the bone, and leaving the teeth exposed, heads half 
divided from the neck, wrists without hands, shoulders 
and arms severed or connected only by the tendons. 
Then the horrible variety of postures among the dead, 
on their backs, on their faces, their sides, and some 
others still struggling in the convulsions of their agony, 
all with their limbs contracted and drawn up to the body, 
knees against breasts, and hands clenched and full of 
earth, mire, and blood, which, in their last paroxysms, 
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they had torn up with desperation. Some are stretched 
in the furrows of the ploughed land, others have rolled 
into the ditches, others hang dead in the hedges, or pen- 
dent from the tnmks of broken trees, or the steeps of 
high banks ; others lie mangled, and crushed into the 
soil by the wheels of heavy artillery, as it coursed the 
field, either to reach a place of safety, or to occupy a 
rising ground to form in battery ; others trampled and 
mutilated beneath the hoofs of the horses that had gal- 
loped, in solid squadrons, over the wretched foot soldiers. 
What can be said of the wounded ? for, to the terrific 
spectacle of their gashes, and of their dismembered and 
transpierced bodies, surrounded by pools of blood, is 
added the anguish of beholding them still alive in their 
inconceivable sufierings and torments, as they lie covered 
with blood, and shrieks and deep groans resound on every 
side, incessantly.* 

On arriving at the place of the first attack, Olga dis- 
mounted and tied her horse to the trunk of a tree and 
commenced her search, noticing only those who wore the 
Austrian uniform, who were few, and examining nar- 
rowly none but the soldiers of the cavalry to which 
Babba belonged ; but she found, to her great joy, that 
her cousin was not among the two or three who lay 
there. The heart of the courageous young woman was 
grieved at the sight of the beautiful flower of the Italian 
youth, stretched in death upon those fields and among 
the hills; she thought of the weeping mothers and 
sisters, and perhaps their betrothed, or their wives who 
would wait for their return in vain. She lamented the 

• The author describes only what he himself saw after several of the 
battles of Napoleon. 

28* 
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rebellion of the demagogues of Italy, who under pre- 
tence of restoring liberty, aspire to power and thereby 
to tyranny, by the sacrifice of the lives of so many 
young men, whom they had seduced by their perfidy 
and sent to the war, while they themselves were trem- 
bling even in the security of their homes. She saw the 
people already flocking from the neighboring villages to 
bury the dead, and wagons were arriving to remove the 
wounded; she shuddered as she saw them search the 
pockt^ts of the slain, and remove their money, watches, 
gold chains, and the rings from their fingers ; then 
stripping them of their garments, they threw them in 
confused heaps into holes, and covered them with earth. 
Here and there a degraded camp-follower or sutler, at- 
tracted by her greediness of plunder, was seen despoil- 
ing with blood-stained hands, the unfortunate dead. 
Troops of dogs congregated amid the carnage, and 
lapped up the blood ; and crows and rooks already flitted 
roaiid, in narrowing circles, to throw themselves upon 
the carcasses of the horses. 

OlgUj through the midst of those horrors, had ad- 
vaucod to within sight of Treviso, for the Austrians had 
Eo far pursued the flying legions ; and returning thanks 
to tiod that she had not found her cousin dead or 
wounded, she concluded that he must have been in the 
escort of the foragers. She was returning to mount her 
horse, and had arrived at three cross-roads, in the midst 
of which stood a small oratory in honor of St. Anthony, 
when she heard, at the far corner, a plaintive moan ; she 
passed round the oratory and found there, stretched upon 
the ground, a noble-looking young Italian wounded. 

It^vas Lando, the cousin of Alisa, who had fought 
wiDi great valor during the action, buTKewas struck by 
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a musket-ball a few inches above the knee ; with a great 
effort he had dragged himself from the midst of the com- 
batants, and had fallen there exhausted and fainting. 
Olga had acquired in the garrison at Venice a complete 
knowledge of Italian; and turning compassionately to 
the wounded youth, she said : " Brave young man, be 
not alarmed ; we are enemies in battle — elsewhere, we 
are brothers. Where are you wounded V* 

"Above the knee,'* replied Lando, reassured by these 
courteous words. 

Olga removed the clothing from the wound; then 
taking a small flask, which she carried with her, she 
poured a little wine into her hand, and gently washed 
it : " It is not mortal," said she, " and I hope that with 
a little care it will not be long before it is healed.'* She 
took from her neck her black silk cravat, and folding it 
like a bandage, bound up his knee with care and rapidity. 

Olga was remarkably tall, strong, and robust ; she as- 
sisted Lando from the ground, and placed him gently 
upon her horse ; he rode at a slow and easy pace to 
avoid irritating the wound. 

Lando had begun to recover his strength a little after 
his knee was bound up, reanimated by the thought, that 
he was not left to die of hunger and with exhaustion 
by the hedge-side, deprived of all human comfort ; then 
a distressing idea forced itself upon his mind : " I am a 
prisoner of war — in the hands of an enemy justly irri- 
tated against us volunteers, who have taken up arms 
through hatred and contempt for their name ; they will 
send me, I know not where ; no more shall I see my 
mother, who will weep for me inconsolably. God chas- 
tises me. Dear Lord, look with a compassionate and 
merciful eye upon my folly !*' He then turned to Olga : 
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" Generous soldier," said he, " I commend myself to 
you — where are you taking me V 

" To the quarters,'* answered Olga, " where you will 
be cured of your wound. Be of good heart. Of what 
country are you V 

" I am a Roman.'* 

" You have seen the Holy Father Pius IX. V 

" Yes, very often." 

" Ah, you are fortunate ! If I could see him only 
once, and receive his fatherly benediction, I should be 
happy. I would walk to Rome barefoot to obtain so 
great a favor. I have two most ardent wishes : to visit 
the Madonna of Loretto, and to see the Pope. You 
Romans enjoy, to the fullest extent, the sight of the 
great father of the faithful — the Vicar of Christ ; and 
you have abandoned so exalted a presence to come here 
and kill us, your brethren in the holy Catholic, apos- 
I tolic, and Roman Church." 

Lando blushed with shame at so just a rebuke, and 
dared not raise his eyes to the face of Olga, whose bosom 
harbored a faith so pure and a charity so lively and 
noble. When they arrived at Fontani, and entered the 
court of the house where Olga was quartered, she saw 
Babba, who had returned from an exploring expedition, 
and calling him aside, she said to him : " Take softly 
upon your shoulders this prisoner of mine, who is 
wounded, and lay him upon my mattrass ; I'll be here 
again in a few moments." 

Babba followed the directions of his cousin; and Olga, 
after putting up her horse, and seeing it well rubbed 
down by two soldiers, returned immediately to Lando's 
room. Upon another camp-bed Janni was laid or seated 
with his arm in a sling, quietly smoking his pipe, for his 
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wound was so slight, that it gave him but little pain. 
Olga sent a soldier for the surgeon, and in the mean 
time she gave orders to prepare broth for the refresh- 
ment of the wounded youth, who had tasted nothing 
since morning, and was faint and languid. The surgeon 
examined and dressed his wound afresh, probed it, ap- 
plied lint and bandages with great skill, and then left 
him to attend to the other wounded. 

Olga spoke to her colonel, who was distantly related 
to her, and a great friend of her father, and obtained 
his permission to watch over her prisoner, and exemption 
for a few days, until he was restored, from military duty, 
in which her cousin had lovingly offered to act as her 
substitute. The young Olga unceasingly watched by the 
bed of Lando, both day and night; no mother nor 
sister could have shown more solicitous and tender care, 
had he been sick in his own paternal home. 

She asked him if he had a mother or sister, and on 
his answering that he had both, "Well," said she, "I 
will take their place beside you ; you must know that I 
am a woman, and the life of a soldier has not deprived 
me of the natural tenderness and compassion inherent in 
our sex ; the arduous life of war has made me strong 
and patient under fatigue, which if supportable in the 
camp, will become a pleasure by the bedside of a suf- 
ferer." These were not empty words ; she performed 
every office of a most watchful infirmarian, preparing 
his bandages and his meals, and rising frequently during 
the night to administer restoratives, all with that plea- 
sant tenderness which wins the heart of the most obsti- 
nate enemy. 

Lando, by her assiduous and exquisite pains, improved 
so much in a few days, that his wound closed and healed 
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SO that he could take a few steps in his room, and 
in a short time he gained so much strength that he was 
able to ride even long distances. Yet in the midst 
of so much kindness he was sad and in great doubt 
of his future lot; he heard that the Austrians were 
rapidly recovering the cities of the province of Venice ; 
that General Nugent had effected a junction with the 
main army of the enemy at Verona, and consequently 
Udine, Belluno, Castelfranco, Bassano, with the entire 
line of the Brenta, and the whole circle of the moun- 
tains of Vicenza, were reconquered for the empire by the 
imperial troops. 

One morning, at an early hour, he saw Olga enter his 
room, and she said to him with a pleasant smile, ^^ Brave 
Roman, now that you are entirely recovered, you are 
free to return to the arms of your mother ; I can not 
consent to prolong the maternal anguish of her who 
loves you so fondly : go to Treviso, where the Italian 
garrison still remains, and thence return to Rome with 
as little delay as possible." 

f While Lando, abashed at such generosity, was prepar- 
ing to return grateful thanks to the magnanimous young 
heroine, Olga interrupted him: "When you embrace 
your sister, tell her that you found another upon the 
field of battle ; tell her that she is a Croatian who has 
the heart of a Roman ; tell her that charity breathes not 
only upon the Tiber, but also on the lUova, and that 
even in the bosoms of Croatians there beat the hearts of 
Christians. Of you I ask no other reward for myself, 
for my family, and for our race, than that you will visit 
the Holy House of Loretta, and when you arrive at 
Rome, that you will prostrate yourself before the shrines 
of the Princes of the Apostles, St. Peter and Paul, and 
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beseech them to obtain for me the grace to preserve, 
intact, my catholic faith, pure amd unsullied, to the hour 
of my death." 

She then took Lando by the hand and led him to the 
court, where he found horses in readiness, and presented 
him with a fine chestnut charger ; she and her cousins, 
Babba and Janni, threw themselves into their saddles to 
accompany him with a band of horsemen as his escort. 
When they were approaching the first Italian sentinels, 
Babba rode forward bearing a white flag of truce, and 
Olga, before bidding farewell to her prisoner, said to 
him : " Lando, may you live happily, and some time recall 
to mind Olga the Croatian ; tell the Roman legions that^ 
they are unjust in their perpetual cries of ' Death to the 
Croatians,' and in holding that warlike race in such de- 
testation. As the greatest indignity, they call the Em- 
peror a Croat ; so also they call even the Neapolitans, . 
Croats ; the liberals of Italy are in the habit of denomi-|\ 
nating all soldiers who are faithful to the sovereigns, | 
Croats, in the same manner as they call all that are l 
faithful to Christ and to his Church, Jesuits. Jesuits j 
and Croats are the two great bugbears of ^ Young/ 
Italy.' 

" But, I repeat, tell them that they do wrong to consi- 
der the title of Croatian as one of contumely, for as your 
Gioberti and all your demagogues call the Italians Pe- 
lasgians, they ought to hold the Croatian in great reve- 
rence and love, because he is a Pelasgian above all other 
men. We are the Libumian Pelasgi, and we have 
always preserved our race pure from admixture with 
other nations ; and among us there still lives a tradition, 
that we were the first to people Italy. While I was in 
garrison at Padua, that man of profound learning, Me- 
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nin, who is writing the history of the costumes of all the 
nations in the world, held long conferences with me 
respecting the traditions of our country of Croatian Li- 
bumia, and founded an exact comparison between our 
present costumes and those of the primitive Pelasgi, 
described by ancient writers. 

" You see then, Lando, how senseless those Jacobin 
Pelasgians of yours prove themselves by holding us up 
to execration, whereas we retain in our customs much of 
the primitive simplicity of those first inhabitants of the 
world, and a voluptuous and efieminate civilization has 
never penetrated our country ; we strengthen our minds 
and bodies in the arduous occupations of a pastoral, 
agricultural, and warlike life. Tell them, that while 
in Italy, the Pelasgians preserved their ancient simpli- 
city of manners, and a frugal and warlike life, they 
founded the extensive kingdom of Etruria, which ex- 
tended from the plains of Adria beyond the Voltumus ; 
that afterwards, corrupted by an Asiatic and licentious 
effeminacy, they lost their broad territory, their liberty, 
and even their name. Tell them that you Romans, 
so long as you led the simple and moderate life of 
the Osci, the Ausones, and the Latins, bore your vic- 
torious eagles to the furthest limits of the earth ; but 
afterwards, turning to the effeminate luxury of the Syba- 
rites, you lost your empire, together with the valor of 
your ancestors.** Hereupon they joined the advanced 
sentinels of the garrison of Treviso, they delivered up 
Lando, and saluting him courteously, left him filled with 
unbounded gratitude and admiration. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

THE GOLDEN MEAN. 

The love of one's country springs spontaneously in 
the human heart, and the flame is more pure and sacred 
in proportion as it is true and genuine ; and it cannot be 
too loudly inculcated, nor sown too deep in every heart. 
But, in these days, there is an exaggerated, bombastic, and 
empty patriotism, which consists in certain set phrases, 
not unlike the drawers in a drug store, on the outside of 
which are gilded the words, cloves^ coriander, nutmeff, 
but which are empty, or contain but a little dust or 
shavings. Thus, for the last two years, patriotism has 
been a sort of epidemic, but when the drawer was opened, 
there was found lurking in its stead, the love of self, the 
love of supreme power, the love of the gold belonging to 
others, with licentiousness, vanity, ambition, pride, and 
impiety ; and all these vile and shameful passions were 
clothed in the garments of constitutionality, or of repub- 
licanism, and signed themselves with a red cross, as with 
a robe of sanctity. 

" There again !'* some one will say, indignantly, " does 
it not seem impossible to speak or write, in these days, 
of the year 1848, without falling into extremes ? It is 
evident that the Blacks, the Retrogradera, and the Jesuits 
are taking their revenge — they are making reprisals. I 
will grant that the demagogues had the most mischievous 
and hypocritical intentions, but people ought sometimes 

VOL. I. 29 
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to notice, if not to praise, those temperate and wise men 
who desired a liberty, honest, upright, subject to God, 
and friendly to our fellow-men. Behold how many such 
there are in Tuscany, Eome, Naples, and even in Pied- 
mont." 

All true, most true. But if, again, we examine the 
views of the moderate men, together with nobleness, 
generosity, civil wisdom, there will be found, brooding 
in some comer, beneath these admirable virtues, power- 
ful opiates and narcotics, and above all, one baneful 
and frightful error, which is the belief, that States can 
be led to real felicity by a medicine concocted from 
poisons and antidotes. 

This is the claudieare, the duolus dominis servire^ 
which the Word of God, the eternal Truth, the infinite 
Wisdom, has declared impossible, not only in the govern- 
ment of civif states, but even in the private conduct of 
each individual. Our politicians have introduced a new 
dogma, a sort of patchwork of the two extremes, which 
they denominate the Grolden Mean ; the most absurd, and 
the most mischievous heresy of our times. These wise 
savans, perceiving that every child knows, both in Latin 
and in the vernacular, that in medio stat virtusy invented 
the paltry conceit of the Golden Mean, to persuade the 
multitude that they are enfolded in the arms of virtue, 
when they are seated at the feet of this masked counter- 
feit. 

The Golden Mean, from the time of Adam down to 
the birth of the moderate party, has been that point 
which holds the balance between two extremes and con- 
trary vices ; precisely as the needle of a balance holds 
the centre between the scales ; for instance, the cen- 



THB JEW OF VERONA. 839 

.tral point between prodigality and avarice; between* 
scrupulousness and laxity ; between timidity and aur- 
dacity. But the pretended moderates fixed the Golden 
Mean between vice and its opposite virtue, namely, be- 
tween religion and impiety ; between the Catholic faith 
and h eresy ; between ^Magj gg^aad^ iniqutti^ ;^^^^~fine, 1)e- 
twee^r^ood and evil; between truth 3>nd falsehood. How 
is it poSBiblu to diy(56ver a (lolden Mean "between these 
things ? It is like seeking to unite fire and water, — a 
manifest impossibility, for the water will extingiiish the 
fire, and there will only result a mixture of ashes and 
cinders. A little vice and a little virtue ; a little truth 
and a little falsehood will certainly produce a most 
wicked compositio n ; for f yood. if it be notjJLgoO^ be- 
comes ev il ; and truth, itLit J»e-nul alTu ulh, becomes 
f ^eEood^ Tell me, you mroderates, is this argument lo- 
gicall It is clear as the sun. The Golden Mean is 
the assassin of the world ; satisfied, like Pilate, with one 
act of justice and another of injustice, it washes its hands, 
and seated gravely, pro tribunale, it declares itself inno- 
cent of our destruction. Do not they show more con- ^ 
sistency, who take the extremes ? At least, they say 
openly; "Italians, make yourselves Protestants; re- 
nounce Christ ; ye are, each of you, emanations from 
God, and, therefore, equal to God; you have conse- 
ijuently no further need of laws, human or divine ; the 

/ right of property exists no morp , ymi nra q11 Tnaqj-,^^!'^ ^f . 

f aU ; the people are God *!^ 

This is at least frank and honest ; -Guiseppe and Maz-\ 
zini are, in this respect, worth more than all the pre- \ 
tended moderates of Italy, who, inciting at one moment 
to truth, at another to falsehood, now to justice and 
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liberty, now to iniquity and tyranny, would finally plunge 
Catholic nations into a lethargy, which would consume 
them with exhaustion and want, and then sink them into 
what is neither more nor less the aim of Mazzini, the 
, unfathomable abyss of impiety,* 

Most certainly, they who pass for Moderates in Italy 
never view themselves in such a mirror, yet the reflec- 
tion is neither distorted nor partial ; it is a picture of 
every individual, and whether they deny it or not, this 
and no other is their faithful likeness. 

The excellent Olga, with her Croatian patriotism, 
i never supposed, while she was speaking to Lando in her 
\ classical style, that her words amounted to a lecture to 
ithe Moderates against wavering between two scales. 
;How indeed could it concern her ? Was she on that oc- 
casion to compare the patriotism of the Croatian with that 
of certain Roman citizens, who rushed down from the 
Seven Hills to exterminate the Croatian from the soil 
of Italy ? Such conversation would not have been tole- 
rated in public, and was scarcely listened to, much less 
reciprocated, by persons closeted in private, without 
^ witnesses, as it precisely happened to Bartolo in his 
private study at Rome. 

* These evident truths inflamed the zeal of the Risorgimento, the 
organ of the moderate ministry of Turin, which, on finding the princi- 
ples of Mazzini declared more frank and honest than the hypocrisy of 
the moderates, exclaimed : " There, again, the Retrograders are advocat- 
ing extremes. They are amalgamating with the Mazzinians." Is that 
a facti What remarkable logic Italy is taught by the Risorgimento. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

LOVE OF COUNTRY. 

Bartolo was one day after dinner conversing with 
Don Prospero, a gentleman who a few years back had 
been one of the Conservatori of the Capitol, and, as often 
happens among friends in time of war and faction, Don 
Prospero took sides with the advocates of the ancient 
order of things, and Bartolo with those of the new, and 
each one, of course, maintained that he was in the right. 

" I tell you, and I maintain it,'* said Don Prospero, 
^^that the Komans are making themselves ridiculous 
through the whole of Italy. We'll say nothing of the 
Pope's sending them to the frontiers, with distinct orders 
not to cross the Po, the refusal of the legions to heed 
those orders, and their thousand excuses, that they 
also are Italians, that the war is national, that Italy 
must be evacuated by the foreigner, that the Croat in- 
sults and disgraces it, that all nations have a right to 
their own autonomy ^^ that God is with them, the angel 
of Italy guides them, and the cross protects them. Yet 
I maintain the Romans have committed a most gross 
blunder in throwing themselves into this war." 

" Oh, you know, Don Prospero, you have some rather 
antiquated notions ; you can't shake ofiF your old preju- 
dices, looking upon Rome as the same city that was 
governed by a senator with his cipria on his head, and 

* That was one of their Jacobin words. 
29* 
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his toga of cloth of gold. During these last two years, 
my dear friend, Rome has awoke from its long sleep ; 
the Senate has changed to a municipal body, the Capitol 
recruits its new Camilluses, its Fabiuses; and its Torqua- 
tuses. The Roman youth are inflamed with patriotism, 
as in the times of Brutus and Scsevola." 

For the sake of common sense, Bartolo, say no more. 
Patriotism is not bought at the apothecary's ; the love 
of fioi^ntry cappnt grow in fh ^ hearts of the ^ eminate^ 

th^ corru pts ftB<l thn imtnligift^j^, ^TY^rii^g f^fT^^jjPTlipg 

of our days, patriotism is a mask which coyers Ambition, 
pride, avarice, and the most cruel tyranny ; among the 
simple it is not a feeling, but a mere yague and high- 
sounding expression, which echoes and then loses itself 
in the air : ^h^% anr^^g y /^nth^ it is a fire stirr ed up to 
fu^;^y the dema^of rues f a fir e noble in itself but ren- 
dered noxious and malignant by the breath of the asso- 
ciations, who use it to wrap the world in flames. Such 
is the love of counjry which all the conspirators of Italy, 
both old and new, congregating to our destruction, have 
been transplanting into Rome.** 

" Why you talk like the most abject Retrograder^ and 
I look at you with amazement, for I tell you that you 
do Rome great injustice in speaking in such a manner." 

" Rome, did you say ? As if Rome wished itself re- 
presented by proxy by that handful of madmen ! And 
to fill you with still greater amazement, 1*11 open your 
eyes to another truth, which you certainly don't expect, 
which is, that this patriotism which you so highly extol 
in the Roman citizens who are gone to this war, has 
turned to their shame, and has made them the by-word 
and the laughing-stock of Italy. The volunteers from 
Lbmbardy, Tuscany, Piedmont, Naples, Venide, and the 
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Bomagnas, maintain the war with more or less valor ; 
but the Romans, ah! the Romans ! my dear Bartolo, ly 
really blush to repeat it, conduct themselves worse thai 
the abandoned women of the Piazza Navona." 

" Why, Don Prospero ! Don Prospero !" (stroking his 
mustaches) " you have a mind to invent a little, to try 
my temper." 

" I invent ? ay ? Have you the Pallade f 

" I have, but I never read it ; Polissena used to read 
it." 

" Well, do you think that the Pallade has much pa- 
triotism?" 

"Yes,— for sale!" 

" That's true, and it has it cheap ; will you reach it 
here, if you please ? — ^that Pallade^ which, with all its 
stores of patriotism, speaks of many Romans as the 
loudest talkers, and of those who threw out sparks of 
patriotism, like a wheel of fireworks ; he speaks of them, 
I say, as of so many hares, deer, and rabbits. Here, 
give me No. 247. You shall hear about our Scipios 
and Metelluses. 

" ' On Monday we reported in our notices of the Ro- 
man Legions, the news of the taking of Verona, and of 
the defeat of the Croats at Cornuda, taken in flank by 
General Durando. That news was not true. The fol- 
lowing is the origin of the mistake : A little after noon 
there appeared coming down the highroad, at full gallop, 
a vehicle full of civic officers, shouting ' Victory ! victory !' 
But, lo ! those officers have turned out to be vile deserters, 
who, to pursue their flight in safety, without interruption 
from their comrades, invented these lies. Shame upon 
the wretches ! Oh ho ! a vehicle full of civic officers ! 
Romans, you see^ — not Tuscans, not Lombards, not 
Neapolitans, — ^Romans !* " 
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" Well ! and I also exclaim, Shame upon the wretches ! 
Anything more than a few officers ?** 

" Wait a moment, Bartolo, we shall see that few mul- 
tipled,'* said Don Prospero, turning over a few leaves; 
" here. No. 245 — ^listen ! ' If our troops' (at Comuda) 
* had been led by men of greater courage and experience, 
Nugent *s corps would have received a notable defeat.' 
Mind, they had courage enough upon their lips in the 
Piazza del Popolo ; at the groaning tables of Temi, Fo- 
ligno, and Ancona ; at the assault upon the henroosts on 
their marches, and especially upon the hens and chickens 
of the upper plains. What say you, Bartolo V " Bead 
on, Prospero !" " ' Pallas has it from a reliable source, 
that various lieutenants and other officers* (of higher 
rank is here meant) ' have shown themselves unworthy 
of their rank, and even abandoned their posts. Thus 
they proved themselves mere theatrical and review 
officers.' " 

" I am indignant at such cowardice,;* said Bartolo. 

" And I laugh at it !*' rejoined Don Prospero. " Do 
you suppose that those braggadocios, whom we have 
seen so many years living in Rome on imposture, 
roguery, and trickery, should become Cincinnatuses and 
Coriolanuses. But do you know who did combat bravely 
in the Roman legions? T hose honest and ingen uous 
youtha^jldiowere beguilecl by the cunning agitators* 
a nd w ent to the^war — as for them, yes, they are true 

llmiiimir II MiMjiiiiiiiiii hnjlnfli'! Iiinl Iiiiiul Iiiil 

th^tWyiligt onorof Rome w ^nlrl tiottIm i i ii ( iii "r and un- 
spotted in the sight of Italy and of Europe." 

" I beg of you, Don Prospero, read no more ; I have 
heard enough." 
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" Just a little more. Pallas, putting on her helmet 
and buckling on her coat of mail, brandishing her spear 
and seizing her shield, with its horrid snake-haired Gor- 
gon, breaks into a grand philippic against the fugitives, 
who, if they before trembled at the whistling of the balls 
of the Croats, must now be ready to give up the ghost. 
Listen ! 

" ' If it should fatally be true, that a part of you have 
vilely deserted the flag of Independence, which before 
your departure you kissed and embraced — woe to you, 
if that was the kiss of Judas ! Your fellow-citizens, 
your brothers, your wives, who are expecting on your 
return to be presented w jth - youi victuii oua^fo^rgfe, 
oh, with what indignation will they reject you from 
their embrace !' And then — ^why, and then — Bartolo, 
this Pallas Minerva breaks into an imprecation so aw- 
ful, that I have not the heart to read it all. She then 
proceeds to speak of flights ; of fears ; of tremblings ; 
of the manner in which they threw themselves on their 
faces into the ditches, while balls were flying over their 
heads ; of inflicting slight wounds on their own hands 
and arms, to suspend them to their necks and be ad- 
mitted to the hospitals as wounded ; and a number of 
other shameful acts of cowardice. No doubt, Bartolo, 
this Pallas is no other than the Goddess of Wisdom, and*"* 
she can with her owl's eyes discern who are cowar ds 
airoP gorthless. And do yo u kno w who they were ?" 

" Whoever they were, their names ought to be pla- 
carded and exposed to the scoffs of the public !*' 

''Who? Here they are, in No. 247, and elsewhere. 
They are — ' A number of Croats, disguised as Roman 
civic soldiers.* *' 
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" Why, what nonsense is this, Don Prospero ? You 
are reaUy in a good humor to-day !" 

" I am not joking with you — ^read here ; this letter 
of Horatio Antinori, dated Venice, May 16th, is worth 
one of Livy's harangues. Antinori, after asserting that 
discord had been introduced among the legions by the 
intrigaes of the Croats, so far as even to proclaim Gene- 
ral Ferraro himself a traitor, continues : ' The vile trai- 
tors are those oflScers who from the midst of a life of 
luxury have passe d into the camp of MarSj^and thus 
'BU fld^nly ei^haiiged th fiimsn^wns of flowers for musket- 
balls and the shouts of a people^x iilting in ^JEe tremen- 
dous thunder of war ; but wh en the irl25Sgiliary chiv^iric 
vaIoriyay7COwedptEe^_80P ght to excuaenEEem sdbges by 
proclaiming, "fhat the^mp wa&jLgonfJMed Ba bel ; t hat 
tBef^ W«1H Uli ti^^fl « fhfLt tliAy wftrft ftagfir \(} jefend 
Ttt i ly" ' (with th ri r tongn n nj not with thsir Mftftd ) 

" ^ There is not a doubt, that in this most disgraceful 
state of things, the soldiers are also culpable ; but not 
on that account can they be excused for the inconstancy 
shown in forsaking the enterprise. I know that Padua 
received with hisses those deserters of the Italian cause. 
I hope they may meet with the same reception in every 
other city; that when they re-enter the Holy City it 
may be as disgraced runaways, despoiled of the Cross 
which they have betrayed.' Good heavens ! K I had 
said as much, my dear Bartolo, I should have been a 
calumniator — a double-dyed Croat. But besides the 
Croats, there glided into the Roman camp in the helmets 
with the red horse-hair crests and the great coats of the 
Civic Guard — could you guess who? 1*11 wager my 
head that you wouldn't guess right once in a thou- 
sand." 
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" The good-for-nothing young fops of the CaflFS 
Nuovo?" 

" Try again." 

" The galley slaves of Termini, who threw off their 
striped doublets, for the military tunic and tricolor cross ?" 

" Try again." 

" The thieves let out of the prisons, who exchanged 
their chains for the red trowsers ?" 

" Try again." 

" Who were they then ? I give it up." 

"Don't faint, my good friend; they were the — 
Jesuits!'' 

" The Jesuits, disguised as Roman citizens, went and 
mixed with the legions to raise a panic among them in 
the heat of battle, and put them to flight ?" 

" Yes, it*s a positive fact. Look here, in No. 250 : 
* Italian news. The Jesuits, who were with us, dressed 
as civic soldiers, have caused our defeat. The moral 
prestige of our legions is destroyed,' &c., &c. Don't 
you see now ?" 

" Yes, I see now, what puts you in such a laughing 
humor." 

" And I tell you, Bartolo, that if the Jesuits had been 
there, mixed up with the legions, they would have 
shouted at the top of their voices : ' Stand fast there, 
cowards ; do you wish to become the laughing-stock of 
the Croats ? If your own honor is not worth defending, at 
least have some regard for that of Italy and of Rome.' " 

" But let us speak seriously ; we are not to consider 
this as applicable to the whole of the Roman legions ; 
there are exceptions to every rule." 

" Undoubtedly, the Romans are naturally brave men, 
and many that went to the war have proved themselves 
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such, as I have already said ; but that was not the case 
with the impious and vicious sots by whom they were 
surrounded. God has permitted so much baseness, be- 
cause they were filled with arrogant boasting, beyond 
all the other Italians. In the other cities of Italy our 
youth are less given to noisy vaporing, and act with 
persevering courage. Th e^ civic 'tr oops were valiant 



armed, defenceless Jesuits, but when in 



.£uslrians, so shameless and numerous were^ the deser- 
JPallade says, they were receiv ed with hisses^^ the 



h onorable^ niformTloT "rii^Jftoman Guard Vfk^ t6th' from 
their backsj ^ginHfag^were overwhelmed with con tumelyj. 
The Mmister, Mamiani, found it necessary to publish a 
circular to the provincial Governors, to 'imprison the 
runaways.' A fine thing, truly ! They who had rushed 
to the redemption of Italy, with such vaunting, are 
loaded with the chains which they had prepared for the 
Croats. Prince Aldobrandini, in the order of the day 
of May 19, says : ' Let us blot their names from our 
rolls ; they cannot, they ought not, henceforth, to form 
part of the civic troops of Rome.' " 

"Yet I flattered myself," said Bartolo, "with such 
sanguine hopes that the redemption of Italy would be 
achieved by the prowess of our heroes ; and here it all 
ends in smoke." 

While the two friends were conversing, Angiolo 
brought some letters from the post-office. 

" Ah, reach them here," said Bartolo. " This comes 
in good time ! Lando writes to me from Padua. Let us 
see." 

Lando had written to his uncle the particulars, 
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already related, of his wound, and of bis approaching 
retom to Rome, and gratefully describes the manner in 
ifhich he owed his life to the generous and sisterly care 
of Olga. He expatiated upon the generous treatment 
extended to all the prisoners by the Austrians, and the 
mirthful indifference with which General Nugent and 
their other officers saw the calumnies and insulting cari- 
catures, daily published against them, in Rome. ^^It 
is not to be denied," said the General, laughing, 
" that the Italians are of a facetious turn, and if they 
handled their swords as well as they do their pens and 
pencils, it would be a dark day for us." Lando went on 
to express the alteration which had taken place in his 
own sentiments, and in those of Mimo and many others 
of his friends. He was indignant a t the vile cowaj: 
and-flha meful defi ance of all order, on the pajt^f-A^T ] 

rahhlfi whif.h ti|>r med a lar^O port ion oflitiTPAmftn / 

iToops; while, on the other hand, he gave due praise id 
those who had distinguished themselves in the perform- 
ance of their duty. The latter, he described as over- 
whelmed with shame at being confounded with such 
miscreants ; and at beholding, instead of the valor and 
discipline, so much boasted of in Rome, the population 
everywhere flying at their approach, as if invaded by 
licentious savages.* "I hope," continued he, "that 
you will already have received Mimo's letter, informing 
you of the death of Polissena." 

"What!" exclaimed Bartolo, "Polissena dead? 
When? Where? I have no letters from Mimo, they 

* It is fortunate that those who have accused us of using exaggera- 
tion can refer to the testimony of whole cities, in the States of Venice, 
in proof of what is said above. 
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must have been lost. Let us see ifhat Lando says about 
it. 'What a beautiful end! How God touched hwr 
heart ! How passionately the poor creature longed to 
confess her sins! How fortunate to die, as she did, 
the death of a Christian and a heroine !' Angiolo, go ! 
run to the post-oflSce ; ask if there are no other letters 
to my address. ' She died a Christian and a heroine !' 
Angiolo, stop ! I had better go myself. Don Prospero, 
let us go." 

They went out, arm-and-arm, to the post-oflSce, con- 
tinuing their conyersation on the progress, or rather the 
decadence, of what was called the Italian cause. And 
Don Prospero proved, by authentic letters, that as in 
Rome, so the inhabitants of the other chief cities of 
Italy, so far from benefiting by their newly acquired 
liberty, became the prey of the licentious and lawless 
rufiBians that infest every state, and rise to the surface 
in timesof revolution, subverting the laws necessary for 
the protection of Si^ciety, ahd endangering the honor 
and lives of individuals, as well as their property. Bar- 
tolo, on leaving Don Prospero, who had to attend to 
some affairs of importance at noon, continued his way to 
the post-office, reflecting on what he had heard and 
read. He was personally acquainted with <xiusti, whose 
letters Don Prospero had quoted, during their conversa- 
tion, in support of his views ; he knew him to be one of 
the supporters of the new ideas in Tuscany, and saw his 
confidential communications to his friends 

" The Retrograders," thought he, as he walked along, 
" are not so much to be blamed, for not taking as gos- 
pel the heroism of our agitators ; for considering them 
as cloaking their base hearts with a noble exterior, as 
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covetous of riehes more than of glory, of power more than 
of liberty, and actuated more by hatred against monarchg 
than by the love of their country. This Giusti, one of 
the principal leaders in these revolts in Italy, admits, 
without concealment, that the whole affaii' is a rascally 
business, and a farce ! Yet, in public he shouts him- 
self hoarse, in def^ice of a cause which he considers 
bankrupt, both in merit and in conclusion. Confessors 
would call such tampering with one's own conscience, 
neither more nor less than downright hypocrisy.'* 

At this point in his meditations, Bartolo reached the 
post-office, and asked if there were any letters for him. 

"We have delivered them to your servant," said the 
clerk. 

" They are not all there ; I know that another letter 
was written to me some days back, and you are always 
inattentive in your deliveries, and particularly since this 
idea of the resurrection of Italy, your brains are gone a 
wool gathering." 

"It's you that are out of humor. Signer Capegli; I 
repeat that there are no other letters in the box C." 

" Come now, have the goodness to look about a little ; 
there ought to be a letter, of great interest to me ; you 
will oblige me infinitely." 

After a good deal of searching among the letters to be 
kept till called for, the clerk produced one addressed to 
Capegli, and Bartolo walked away with great satisfac- 
tion, and soon discovered as he went, that it was, as he 
expected, from Mimo. It is unnecessary to relate his 
extreme astonishment at the narrative of the edifying 
death of Polissena, and how he felt his soul moved to 
sentiments of piety, reverence, and faith ; but on arriving 
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at the passagejwh ich desc ribed herardor to make Iter 
confession to a |)riest, and Iiow, when in that solitary 
place, at such an hour and in the midst of the terrors of 
war, it was impossible to obtain one, she turned, with an 
impulse of contrition and love, to the image of Mary, 
Bartolo burst into tears, which he was unable to restrain 
until he arrived at the house of Adele, towards which he 
had turned his steps. 

He found his sister-in-law grieving that so long a time 
had passed without hearing from her sons, and when she 
saw Bartolo's saddened countenance, and the traces of 
his tears, she was filled with alarm. 

"Be calm,'* said Bartolo, "your sons are living, and 
behave like brave men ; they are both, moreover, on 
their way back to Rome, and will throw themselves into 
your arms within a few days." 

Nanna gave a cry of joy, while Adele could not utter 
a word, and was so overcome by her maternal feelings, 
that she stood with her eyes open, and fixed upon her 
brother, like a statue. Bartolo aroused her by the re- 
cital of the death of Polissena ; he repeated what Mimo 
had written, his voice frequently broken by sobs so that 
\ be was compelled to stop, but when he read the passage 
in which the dying lady so affectionately entreated the 
( forgiveness ot Ali5a,'"Ad6l^ thi u wh eF self oi rirer knees, 
before a beautiful Madonna of Carlo Dolci, and with her 
arms upraised, and her hands joined, 

" Oh, mother of mercy,*' she exclaimed, " how great 
is your merciful love for us poor sinners ! obtain for that 
unfortunate soul, full pardon, from your divine Son, and 
that she may be spared the dreadful pains of purga- 
tory.'' 



THE JEW OF YSRONA. 863 

^^What a consolation/' said she, taming to Bartolo, 
^^this will be to Alisa! Bartolo, give me the letter; I 
will take it to her myself, to San Dionisio, and you go 
to the Anima and to the Suffiragio, and haye masses said 
for her soul. Ah, Kanna! what a miracle of grace! 
Poor Polissena, let us never say another word to her dis- 
paragement, her soul is among the blessed.*' 



CHAPTER XXXL 

BOMB ON THE FIRST OF MAY, 1848. 

While the Roman civics were preparing to achieve 
against the Austrians the feats of prowess which are in 
part related in the last chapter, the Pope wished to take 
some step with reference to the disobedience of his troops, 
in passing the Po, and entering the Venetian territory, 
contrary to his prohibition. For, as it will be remem- 
bered, they snatched up their tricolor standards, and 
raising them upon the Capitol in sight of the whole world, 
swore they would never rest until they had planted them 
upon the tower of San Stephano, in Vienna. When the 
Pope saw this from the Quirinal Lodge, he gave his 
benediction to Italy, declaring, at the same time — 

" That he was at war with no one ; that all Christians ^ 
were hi s cEilSryii , that h^ pH Huea ihem all paternally 
to Dis heart; that the Roman volunteers were at liberty ^ 
to unite tbems^ves to his troops, which he was sending 
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to guard the Pontifical States, bat that they were not to 
cross the borders." 

He spoke to the deaf. In the interpretation of good 
Catholics, this blessing of Italy, signified that the Boman 
Pontifi* prayed that it might receive those celestial gifts, 
those superabundant graces, that strength of faith, that 
firmness of hope, that ardent charity, which, raisii^ 
Italy above all other nations, as well as above itself, 
would render it, in the eyes of God, strong, and incom- 
parable in magnanimity, peace, concord, and emulation 
in the choicest virtues, both of soul and body ; — a bene- 
diction which, raising it still higher in the brilliancy of the 
eternal light of the gospel, would make it the mistress of 
truth to all nations, far and near, in these days, as much 
as in past ages ; a shining light to all that lure benighted 
and overclouded in the shadow of death, a guide to 
wanderers from the paths of eternal life ; — a benedic- 
tion which would draw upon Italy the dew of heaven, 
and the fertility of the earth; which would engage the 
princes of the apostles, Peter and Paul, to overshadow it 
with the most exalted patronage of their invincible 
power; which would invoke upon its cities, upon its 
towns, its plains, the powerful arm of St. Michael, the 
champion of the Most High, the guardian of the Roman 
Church, the terror of the angels of Satan, the shield of 
the faithful, and a sword of fire against the impious ; — a 
benediction, which would restore to Italy, that supreme 
dignity and grandeur which crowns her among nations, 
by the sublimity of her genius, by her skill in the arts, 
by the power of her arm, and the wisdom of her coun- 
sels. 

Such was the benediction pronounced upon Italy, and 
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upon her sons, by the lips of Pins IX., the soyereign 
PontiflF of the Church of God; but this blessing was 
commented upon, expounded, and distorted into mean- 
ings, intents, and purposes, without end. 

" He blessed Italy ! Therefore, he cursed the 
Austrians!" was the conclusion of some of those in- 
terpreters in the Piazza Colonna. And S some honest 
Trasteverino shook his head, and said that ^^ these infe- 
rences don't quite come home to me, for if I bless my 
daughter, Nunziata, it dbn't exactly follow, that I curse 
my other daughter, Felicita," he was called a sheepish 
blockhead by his mustached opponents. 

" Well, even a sheep can bleat," replied Menico, as he 
went on his way. 

" He blessed Italy, therefore he blessed the swords, 
spears, and daggers of the united Italians." Another 
added, " and he blessed the arms which wield the swords, 
and still more the heart which trembles not in its peri- 
cardium." 

" Who's tidking of picaroons ?" cried out one of Cice- 
ruacchio's sash-bucklers. 

"Who are you talking of pitching into now, you 
cursed* Black?'" 

" The Austrians," replied the other. 

" That's something more like ; down with the * Blacks,' 
say I." 

^* He blessed Italy, therefore Italy ought to act for 
itself; it ought to be free, it ought to be a nation. This 
time then let the Croat tremble, and flee ; let not one 
dare to turn his head for a parting look ; it is a sacred 
land, a land that is blessed !" 

" Ay, it is precisely because it is a blessed land," said 
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to himself more thftn one 'wig andgoim,' '^ diat fordign- 
en loTe it so much, and ^ey are so diarmed with it that 
they will shed a stream of blood for eyery foot of it." 

Then the public papers, from the Imnuo down to the 
JiUarOy had eyery one its say ; there never was a bless- 
ing so blessed as that ; and it echoed from troop to troop, 
from cannon to cannon, from musket to mnsket, nntil it 
was a perfect wonder of a blessing. The Roman Civics 
carried their bagful of blessings upon the Piave, upon 
the Liyenza, the Sile, the Tallltoiento ; they scattered 
them by handfols until the air was redolent of blessings. 
But since so many ran away, it can only be explained by 
supposing that some stitch must have given way and let 
out the blessing, or that when they left their camp in 
the keeping of the Austrians, it fell into their hands 
with the other arms, and with the baggage, and they had 
made it a prisoner of war, and still keep it as a dear 
favorite, turning it to good account against the Italians 
who lost it. 

Every one knows that for the last three centuries, 
commencing with Luther and Calvin down to Voltaire, 
and from him down as far as Carlo Botta, the world 
has been stunned with cries against Papal excommuni- 
cations ; that poor Gregory VII., that Alexander III., 
that Boniface VIII., that Clement VII., and finally Pius 
VII., were loaded with so many excommunications by 
various writers on the excommunications fulminated 
against the German Emperors, against Philip le Bel, 
against Henry VIII., and against Napoleon, that in our 
days to mention the word excommunication, is held a 
crime of the blackest dye against our present civiliza- 
tion ; and one might advance the most gross absurdity, 
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rather than that the Pope has still the power to ezcom- 
municate, not an emperor, but even a beggar. Let us 
proceed to an instance. Six, would-be great personages 
(of those that had particularly distinguished themselyes 
in persuading the Romans to go to the war) had met to 
dine at the Lepri eating saloon, in the Via Condotti, and 
were conversing with a pompous, magisterial air, on the 
present state of Italy and Rome. They were already 
at the fourth course of dishes, when Sterbini, who pre- 
sided at the table, said to the waiter : 

" Bring the Madeira." 

"Yes, sir;" and he ran to the sideboard. 

" No, dunce, that's the claret ; that has passed round 
twice already ; the Madeira, I tell you." 

" Good : after the pheasants you will pour out the 
Marsalla, and after the sturgeon let us have the Bellet, 
which is our Radetzky." 

"And the champagne, when will you have it?" 

" Ah ! our Charles Albert ! we will pass that round 
the last ; it is sparkling and brisk, and the very thing 
for a toast to Italy." 

Then turning to the other guests, among whom were 
Pier Agnolo Fiorentdno, and the Italian Prelate, he 
said: 

" We must give a lesson to those miserable Austrians, 
who have had the audacity to issue from the citadel of 
Ferrara, and quarter themselves through the city, as if 
upon their own ground." 

" Accidenti !" cried Ciceruacchio, who sat at the other 
end of the table facing Sterbini, " Accidenti ! so these 
greasy beards really had the impertinence to set foot on 
our ground, had they ? We must put them all on our 
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spears, and make a roast of them. We win mince tliem 
to sausage-meat." 

" Well done, our excellent Angelo ! You will make an 
admirable store-keeper of the Austrian's swine-flesh !" 

"But, then, my good fellow," said Count Mamiani, 
smoothing the hair upon his temples, and in a tone of 
suavity, "what you would require from the Jesuits, 
monks, and priests, might be had cheap, but those wild 
Croatian swine have awful tusks^ and belch fire and 
flame with a gruntmg and a rage so tempestuous, that 
you would perhaps not find it so easy to grasp them by 
the bristles, and go through all the other operations for 
reducing them to sausage-meat." 

Then Sterbini, with a slight frown and his head pom- 
pously thrown back, and his chin forward, said, with the 
gravity of a Cato, " To strike terror into the Austarians, 
besides the invincible valor of the Roman legions, we 
need a sharper weapoh : that sword of fire of the Cheru- 
bim, which expelled our first parents from Paradise." 

"What cherubim are you speaking of?" said Pier 
Agnolo. "The cherubim! why they have had theit 
wings clipped, and they have betaken themselves into 
the highest heaven until they grow again !" 

"I mean to say," said Dr. Pietro, in a tone of indig- 
nant wisdom, " I mean to say that this is not the time 
to stand with our hands in our pockets, and if it was 
ever for the advantage of the Pope to unsheath the 
sword of St. Peter, and hurl the thunders of the Vati- 
can, this is the time. The Austrians have set foot upon 
the soil of the Church ; Jjpy ?^^ t herefore excomm uni- 
-^^^ ^p»^f^^^ But t£at is not enough. Pius IX. 
must make an example before the world ; he must fulmi- 
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itate against the Emperor the major excommunication, 
* latsB sententiae.' " 

The Prelate hereupon burst into a boisterous horse- 
laugh, exclaiming, " Really, Sterbini, is it you ? — ^posi- 
tively you ? You ? — excommunication — ^Pietro Sterbini 
—1848 !" 

"Well, sir?" 

" That last glass of Madeira must have contained the 
Spanish spirits of Torrecremada and Ximenes ; it can 
be nothing else. And whence would you hurl this ex- 
communication ?" 

"From the steps of the Vatican, with the usual 
forms." 

" You would have to turn over the entire sacristy of 
St. Peter's to find the old parchment rituals, and drag 
them out of the dust ; Ciceruacchio would serve as the 
living bookstand, and you and Count Mamiani, with 
lighted torches in hand, would answer ^ Amen,' as soon 
as the tremendous words should have been pronounced 
by the Pope, and then you would extinguish your torches 
according to the rubric." 

" This is not a mere joke, Monsignore. Everything 
has its own time. Learn that I say it not as originating 
with me. This morning at the Caffi Nuovo, at the 
Piccioni, and in the Circolo Popolare, the cry was unani- 
mous — * Excommunication !' "* 

" But what will the world say ? After three hundred 
years, during which the world has been making itself 
hoarse with shouting against excommunications, would 
you forge one upon the anvil of the Vatican, and hurl 

♦ It may appear a ridiculous joke, but we heard it with our own 
ears, and all Rome heard it for several days. 
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it hot and piercing at the head of an emperor ? And 
it was not the Sacred College that provoked this, but 
the Roman Circolo Popolare, which sent troops first to 
invade the Austrian territory." 

" The Pope is Pope, hodie et nudiua tertius; therefore 
Pius IX. ought to maintain his territory inviolate. God 
gave it to the Church, woe to them that meddle with it !" 

" Ah ! there is the cloven foot ! Yet it has more 
than once been sounded in my ears that Pietro Sterbini 
and Co. were only waiting for the rebounding of the 
ball to seize upon the States of the Church, and invest 
themselves with the sovereignty of Rome.*' 

" Whoever says it lies in his throat. Our friend Gral- 
letti swore to Pius IX. that he would shed the last drop 
of his blood in defence of the Pontificate, and I would 
give not only the last drop of mine, but the systole and 
diastole of my heart." 

While they were becoming heated in this dispute 
about excommunication, Torre rushed into the room 
breathless, and with his eyes protruding from his head, 
shouting : " We are betrayed !" 

"How?" 

" What has happened ?" 

" The Pope, as you know, has to-day held a secret 
consistory. Well, — ^he has made pretty fools of us all. 
We have been trifling like children with the future tri- 
umphs of oxir legions, the approaching redemption of 
Italy, the birth of liberty, the indissoluble nationality, 
and eternal ; — ^all has vanished like the dream of a sick 
man." 

"Explain yourself. Has he excommunicated the 
Emperor?" 
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^^ He ha& signed our downfall, and has stricken us 
with a plague that will blister us worse than a hundred 
excommunications. ' ' 

" Well ; but let us know in substance why ?" 

" The why and the wherefore consist in an Allocution 
most ruinous to us, printed in secret, and posted on 
every wall in Rome." 

" But what does it say V 

" It says that he has no intention of making war with 
Austria." 

" You have not read right." 

" Ay, I have not read right, eh ! — I have not read 
right ? — ^Look here a moment at this copy of it. Listen. 
' It being the desire of some* (some, says he ! — all desire 
it, except the Blacks) — ' that we should join in the war 
against the Austrians, with the other Italian States and 
princes, we believe it to be at length our duty to declare 
openly in this your assembly, that it is most foreign to 
our counsels' (ay, did I read aright ?) ' because we, al- 
though unworthy, are the vicegerents upon earth of 
Him who is the Author of peace and the lover of cha- 
rity ; and, in accordance with the duty of our apostleship, 
we embrace equally with paternal affection all races, all 
people, and all nations.' (He is also the father of the 
Austrians !) * If, notwithstanding, certain individual sub- 
jects have been borne away by the example of the other 
Italians, how can we find means to restrain their 
ardor?'" 

When this was read, Sterbini struck the table such a 
blow with his fist that the plates rattled and the glasses 
were broken; Monsignore stared at him stupidly; Cice- 
ruacchio shouted, " Blood and thunder !" and ended with 
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a volley of curses against the Cardinals. " It's them 
cursed cardinals, that have put into the ears of Pius IX. 
this wicked Allocution ; but their red caps won't serve 
'em this time. Death to the Cardinals !" 

Count Mamiani, on the contrary, with his impassible 
countenance: "Peace! peace! my brethren," said he, 
" peace ! While you are all carried away by a passion 
which robs you of your discernment, I, on the other 
hand, have conceived a smiling idea, which tinges every- 
thing with rosy light." 

" What rosy light ? Ideas of blood they ought to be 
—of terrible revenge— of death !" 

" Peace, brethren ! This strong step of Pius IX. will 
cost him dear. I see the passage open to a new liberty, 
to new plans, to new enterprises. Be but cautious, and 
the blow will not fail." 

" Speak, Count ; what course do you advise ? For 
the contest is pretty near desperate." 

" Not at all. If the ministry were a Mamiani, a Ga- 
letti, do not doubt but that the battle could be restored. 
Now for the steps to be taken. You, Sterbini, go into 
the Corso, influence the people, cry out treachery, stir 
up to fury that part of the Civic Guard which is wholly 
ours. You, Ciceruacchio, fly through the Monte, the 
Regola, and Trastevere, collect your scattered fellows, 
shout that Rome is in danger, that a conspiracy of the 
Cardinals threatens a reaction, that we are on the point 
of falling again into the grasp of Lambruschini and 
Nardovi ; that the Blacks are for killing us all. Yell 
your best, rave, curse, — there is no time to be lost. In " 
the mean time, I will hasten to the Senator Corsini, to 
the Duke di Bignano, and to the Minister of War. Wait 
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a moment, Sterbini ; stop, Messer Angelo ; you, Monsig- 
nore, put your shoulder to the wheel, — ^the city papers 
must be set agoing ; let them breathe fire and fury ; leave 
the rest to me : we shall come ofiF victorious without a 
chance of failure.'* 

Every one hastened to his business. Sterbini went 
down to the Piazza di Spagna, jumped into a carriage, 
and away towards the Corso. While the horses galloped 
madly, he stood up supporting himself with one hand 
upon the back of the carriage, and with the other waving 
a white handkerchief, he signed to the crowds who were 
streaming from every cross-street, to hasten towards the 
Ghigi palace. From the tobacco shop of Piccioni there 
rushed a crowd of brethren, — from the CafiF^ Nuovo 
there flowed a swollen and foaming torrent; every 
group, and knot, and company of people who had stopped 
along the Corso to read the Allocution, or to c^^ment 
upon it, or to rave against it, fell in with the vortex, 
which dragged with it everything in the street, in the 
stores, and in the other ca£f ^s. 

" To the Poli barracks !"* shouted Sterbini : " to the 
quarter of the Piazza Borghese ! Run ! fly I sound the 
tocsin ! We are betrayed ! — ^we are murdered ! Pius 
IX. is in danger ! Quick ! I say, presto ; to the barracks 
of the Piazza of Venice, of the Sant' Apostoli ; seize 
the first carriages you find ; whip, spur, fly to the quar- 
ters of the Monte, to the Cancelleria, to the Piazza 
Famese. Drive in haste ! There's no time to be lost ! 

* The various battalions of the Civic Guard were distinguished by 
the names of the fourteen wards of Rome ; but some were usually 
caUed by the name of the place in which they were quartered, as that 
of the Poli palace, of the Piazza Borghese, of the Piazza of Venice, etc , 
etc. 
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— ^to the gates of Rome ! — to the gates, I tell you ! — 
to the Castle! Ah! the infamous traitors! To the 
Ponti barracks ! Rush to the assault 1 — seize them 
before the Cardinals can get possession of them to bom- 
bard Rome !" 

" What ! bombard us, the Roman people ? The sove- 
reign people bombarded ? The incarnate imps ! — death 
to the Cardinals I — death to the bombarders !*' 

In another part of the city Ciceruacchio, in his light 
cart, drove through the streets like a thunderbolt ; every- 
where he kindled the populace to fury ; he rushed into 
the grog-shops, into the barracks of the Civic Guard, 
and into certain peculiar dens, where he kept a set of 
the worst of characters. 

"Out with you, scoundrels, out! Yell and howl, 
* Death to the Cardinals ! — Death to the Priests !' " He 
flew to the Campo Vaccine, among the excavators of the 
beneficenza, the retreat of the sacred phalanx, Satan's 
skirmishers : 

" Up, you, to the Corso ; shoulder to shoulder ! Up, 
ye gallows-birds ! Go you to the hill of the Capitol ; 
you, through the Piazza Montenara ; and let these go 
down through Trajan's Forum and the Sant' Apostoli. 
A cask of wine shall be yours to-night ; bread and 
cheese, and a papitto a head. Run ! and the devil 
squeeze your hearts !"* 

For a day and a half the most dreadful anarchy 
reigned in Rome. The most furious of the Civic Guard 

* Such is a tithe of the foul language used by those ruffians. Others 
would have hesitated to soil their pages with such expressions, but how 
otherwise can a faithful picture be given to foreigners of the depth of 
misery to which Rome was reduced in those days ? 



THE JBW OF VBRONA. 865 

rushed past the little fountain of Borghese, through the 
Orso, the Panico, and the Banchi; they met at the 
head of the Bridge of Sant' Angelo, and filed through 
the grating of the Castle. 

" Who goes there ?" cries the sentinel. 

" The Roman Civic Guard. Quick ! the officer of the 
picket." 

"What do you want?" says the officer. 

" We have orders from Pius IX. to join you in the 
defence of the castle." 

'* Produce your order." 

" The order is verbal — our word of honor — ^Lieutenant, 
with the good — ^we are brothers" — 

"Enter!" 

They crowd in, drive out the sentinel, and two of 
them place themselves on guard. The rest cross the 
drawbridge, take possession of the outer wall, and pass into 
the keep. Others join them in small parties, and swell 
the numbers of the garrison. The whole Castle is theirs. 
It was an amusing spectacle to see those heroes with the 
flaming horsehair, strolling about the walls and terraces of 
Sant' Angelo. Elated and puffed up with vanity, they 
looked down menacingly upon Rome, as if they were its 
lords, and made it tremble at every nod of their terrible 
crests. Alaric with his Visigoths, Genseric with his Van- 
dals, and Attila with his Huns and Alani, viewed it with less 
exulting eyes. On the right, looking towards the Vati- 
can, and stretching out their victorious arm, they said, 
" Thou art conquered !" They turned to the left, and 
pointing their swords towards the Quirinal, they said, 
"Pius IX. is ours!" From the quarters nearest the 
gates, detached bands marched at a furious pace ; they 

81* 
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planted sentinels at the officers' and at the dragoons' 
stations : it was the express command of Pius IX., of 
the Senator, of the Minister of War, that the gates of 
Bome should be closed ; and the city in a few hours was 
shut up, and, as it were, imprisoned and sealed ; none 
may enter, none may leave it ; those outside may knock 
in vain, those within dare not approach. 

" Away ! Can't pass — ^back !" 

" But my wife and children are at the * Casino ' out- 
side.'' 

"Back!" 

" I have the most pressing business." 

" Back !" 

" But I am from Tivoli ; and I from Monte Perzio ; 
and I from Frascati ; and I from Viterbo." 

" Back ! — And willing or unwilling, every one must 
retrace his steps ; and return home, if a Roman, or go to 
a hotel, if a stranger." 

It happened precisely on that day that the Arch- 
bishop of Tuam, with another bishop from Ireland, who 
had arrived in Bome a few days before, wished to pass 
through the Salara Gate on his way to the country-house 
of the Irish College ; but on arriving at the gate a Civic 
soldier called to the coachman : " Turn back !" 

" The Archbishop of Tuam," replied the driver ; 
" open !" 

" Back, I say !" and the simpleton rushed to the 
horses' heads, and barred the passage with his musket, 
forgetting that the gate was barred with innumerable 
bolts and locks. 

"Well, what are you after with your gun there?" 
continued the coachman ; " don't get excited. Master 
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Soldier ; don't you see that gate's barred ? Maybe 
you're thinking my horses may leap your towers and 
portcullis !" 

Hereupon the Archbishop looked out, and said : 
" What is the matter ? Open the gate." 

" It is closed to all," replied the sentinel. 

" How closed to all ? Where is the officer of the 
guard?" 

"Here." 

" Why are citizens prevented from going about their 
own a£fairs ?" 

" Such are our orders." 

" And who gave such insane orders ?" 

" When a soldier, Monsignore, receives a trust he 
makes no distinctiqp of persons." 

" Ah, base cowards ! with your swords and helmets. 
You act the bullies with the Cardinals and Bishops who 
have no other arms than the Cross ; but if you had to 
do with two 6r three Austrian hussars, we should see ! 
And is this the liberty which you boast of ! Free with 
barred gates ! And you the Roman Civic Guard, who 
have solemnly sworn to the Pope to protect order, pro- 
perty, and persons — you are the bitterest enemies of 
Rome !" 

Then turning to the coachman : " Turn to the left," 
said he, " towards the Pincian Gate ; let it not be said 
that the Archbishop of Tuam, who has so strenuously 
defended the true and holy liberty of the Irish nation 
against the Parliament of England, turned his back 
before these counterfeit soldiers." And in reality, as if 
it were an amusement, the Archbishop turned down the 
Pincian Hill to tell his mind to the rodomonts of the 
Porta del Popolo. 
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Count Mamiani in the mean time was not idle. Con- 
ceiving that the occasion was propitious for a Lay 
Ministry^ he did not stop half way ; but such was the 
activity with which he stirred the passions of the con- 
spirators that they inflamed the people to shout for a 
Liberal Ministry ! The Pope conten ded stoutly ; he 
rem ained fir mjnhis resolution ot opposing the War ; "he 
disseiUfiiLlr om ev e^ aigumeul mgyd by thOfeej ^jo^yere 
s ent to m»\c e^im T/0 allur hl a d^te rmmation, ai " 
th ^mwere the repr^ cntatl ves oi Tuscan^L. aad'lSaTdinia. 
Many others, also, incited by Mamiani, set themselves 
in motion and incessantly stunned the ears of the Holy 
Father, who was exhausted with so much importunity. 
" His Holiness should not disregard the agitation of the 
people — ^the most earnest entreaties i)f fathers, the de- 
spairing lamentations of mothers, and the loud cries of 
brothers. The Allocution which he had addressed to his 
people was a holy emanation, worthy of the Vicar of 
Christ, the father of the faithful : but the Romans were 
also his children ; and now they were beyond the Po, 
upon Austrian ground, with their enemies facing them 
— all that fell into the hands of the Austrians would 
be butchered or hanged as murderers, after so definite a 
declaration of their prince against the war : the Romans 
indeed could not any longer call themselves soldiers. 
This sole consideration should be enough to cause him 
to recall his sentence. Let him create a Lay Ministry^ 
composed of men beloved by the people : he might as 
Pope be adverse to the war, but as a Prince he might 
permit his ministry to wage it. There were in Rome for- 
tunately men of distinguished talents, of unimpeachable 
resolution : if there were no other but Count Mamiani, 
he was worth a hundred.*' 
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The Pope was immovable ; with a firm countenance 
he replied : " That in order that the Roman volunteers 
might not be treated by the Austrians as banditti, he 
would despatch legates to the camp of King Charles Al- 
bert, to engage him to receive them under his flag, and 
to proclaim them auxiliary soldiers to the Sardinian 
army, and under his order in every respect. By these 
means the volunteers would have nothing to fear from 
the Austrians. Let them wait his decisions." 

" Holy Father, you are the angel of the Council ! You, 
you alone decide in your inspired wisdom the destinies 
of Rome and Italy ; you need not the advice of coun- 
sellors. You, you alone give your own decision." 
The Pope stood firm. These embassies came and re- 
turned ; the Circolo Popolare was waiting in the most 
violent uproar ; the Civic Guard fenced in that rock of 
Minerva. At length their envoys made their appear- 
ance. " The Pope is resolute ; he says he will grant a 
reply to-morrow." 

"To the Polverura!" shouted a voice; "to the 
Powder Magazine !" echoed a hundred others : and a 
strong body of Civics jumped into a number of carriages 
and hastened to the assault of the Powder Magazine at 
the gate of San Paolo. Of this comfortable kind of 
assault in carriages Rome gave some admirable exam- 
ples to Europe during those conmiotions, — a new device, 
but unworthy of the world's conquerors. The ancient 
Romans on foot surmounted the Pyrenees, the snows 
and glaciers of the Alps, and crossed the burning sands 
of Lybia ; but the sons of those heroes flew to their 
triumphs in carriages, with their guns between their 
knees, cigars in their mouths, making descents upon the 
taverns and strewing them with — empty bottles. 
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Let US once more revert to the journals. The 
Upocha, after relating that " the people, impressed with 
its dignity and exalted position, had pronounced its 
decree, — the independence of Italy at any sacrifice j' — 
thus continued : 

" About the hour of ten, there took place a numerous 
convention, of about fifteen hundred persons ; five citi- 
zens were elected to determine the projects afterwards to 
be resolved upon. The Casino [of the Circolo Popolare 
is meant] was externally surrounded by the Civic Guard, 
under arms, and by an immense concourse of people. 
The whole proceeding bore the impress of the imposing 
dignity of a people, with deliberate reflection, decid- 
ing its own destinies, [And the Pope, had he no longer 
a voice in such decisions ?] The members of the Assem- 
bly were ranged in a semicircle, and the President and 
deputies stood upon a platform in front of the people. 
[Homer's gods in Olympus.] On the right, was a picket 
of the Civic Guard, commanded by Angelo Brunetti [the 
Marshal Ciceruacchio], and in solemn calmness, the dis- 
cussion opened.'' 

In the meantime, in the caflffe of the Belli Arti, a Cati- 
line jumped upon a marble table, and shouted at the top 
of his voice : 

"Romans, we are betrayed ! but to discover the trea- 
chery and the betrayers, there is no better means than 
to make ourselves masters of the secrets of the post-office. 
Away ! run to the Couriers' office ; seize the letters, des- 
patches, packages ! we'll read ^11 the wicked designs 
which are written among kings, ambassadors, nuncios, 
legates, consuls, and villains of all nations!" 

" The Pope's too ?" cried a voice. 
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" Those of the Pope must be read first of all ; those 
of the Cardinal Secretary of State, and then those of the 
other cardinals !" 

In the midst of this Pandemonium, one honest voice 
was heard. 

" Infamy ! Abomination ! Letters are sacred and in- 
violable : the rights of mankind are entrenched beneath 
every seal ; he who breaks it is a traitor, a felon to se- 
curity, and civil liberty !" 

"What liberty? What security? Tyrants are de- 
serving of neither ! To the Post, brethren !" 

" To the Post ! to the Post !" shouted those madmen. 

A crowd of villanous wretches rushed to the Post-office : 
" Deliver up the letters or die, all of you !" 

The clerks were compelled to throw the letters into 
their hands, as the traveller his purse to the hands of 
highway robbers. The Civics filled the hoods of their 
cloaks, others their helmets, others carried them away 
in their arms. 

" To the Capitol ! Let them be opened upon the plat- 
form, and read to the people collected below. It is the 
people's right to learn the treachery of its tyrants !'* 

Hereupon, Ciceruacchio and the others, possessed 
madmen, wished to force the Senator to commit this 
felony. 

Never, from the foundation of Rome to the present 
time, did the Capitol behold so criminal a breach of trust, 
nor a transaction so foul as this. Our descendants will re- 
fuse to credit it, like so many other enormities stated in 
this narration ; for even our own contemporaries accuse us, 
from various parts of Italy, of dilating upon those topics 
through envy and revenge, of inventing charges that are 
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extravagant, and colored and shaded with scoflSng and 
ridicule, and of describing grotesque and mad antics, like 
Don Pirlone, to excite laughter. 

But the Romans do not make the same accusation. 
They, who were eye-witnesses of all these monstrosities, 
loudly attest to all Italy, that our narration does not 
depict a thousandth part of what took place in Rome in 
those days. Neither can we be accused of being actu- 
ated by rancor and revenge, inasmuch as we have intro- 
duced into this narration nothing but what the conspira- 
tors transacted in Italy, in the full light of day, before 
the eyes of Rome, and of all Europe. The journals of 
every state in the Peninsula admired, praised, gloried, 
and triumphed in their achievements, in strains of such 
bombastic and glowing eloquence, that it excites disgust, 
pity, and contempt. 



CHAPTER XXXII. 

THE UNDECEIVING. 

" Oh, as for me," said Bartolo to Signer Fernando, in 
the parlor of San Dionisio, where he had gone to see 
Alisa, who was still with her good and dear mothers, " as 
for me, I no longer know where I am. During these 
two days, Rome resembles a madman struggling in con- 
vidsions. After a terrible fit, ie is calm for a moment ; 
a mixture of joy and terror sparkles in his eyes; then he 
again grinds and gnashes his teeth, he clenches his fists 
and shakes his head with violence, his body and limbs 
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are twisted into the most deformed contortions, and he ' 
sends forth the yells of a demon. The night of the 29th 
of April, Rome seemed sinking into ruin, and the Corso 
resembled an abode of demons. The whole night it was 
a scene of horror, and not until three in the morning 
.was tranquillity sufficiently restored to permit a few 
hours' sleep.'* 

^^If it had all evaporated in a fright and noise," said 
Signer Ferdinando, " we might console ourselves ; but it 
is far otherwise, and I should not wonder if these combi- 
nations end in such enormities, that Rome will become a 
desert." 

" God forbid ! This can be but one of those sudden 
outbreaks which sometimes agitate Bome, and then sub- 
side : you know the disposition of the Romans. After 
a violent outburst, a gathering of mobs, a distracting 
roar of sliouts, every one calms down again, and returns 
quietly to his ordinary occupation." 

" You'll see, Bartolo, that it is as I say. This is no 
sham disturbance : there broods under this a diabolical 
spir it, which springs from the abodes of Young It aly. 
For ten Romans, I see among them a hundred strangers 
stirring and blowing up the flames. The Romans have 
this day exchanged their natural, honest characters, to 
break out into every brutal act. What they have done 
to the Cardinal Chancellor, is of itself enough, if they 
had done nothing else." 

*^Why, what has happened to that most excellent 
dignitary ? I am well aware that the brethren of the 
societies have long had a crow to pluck with him ; for so 
early as thirty-one, he scattered them like chafiF before 
the wind." 
VOL. I. 82 
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" I see very well that you are imacqnainted with what 
has happened during the last two hours, tmust tell you 
then, that the Pope, hearing cries of death against some 
of the Cardinals, sent for them to his palace. One of 
the most venerable among them had scarcely crossed the 
Corso, when a mob of scoundrels, enraged by the satel- 
lites of Ciceruacchio, began to hiss him, to throw mud 
and cabbage-stalks, and were already snatching up stones, 
when the coachman turned his horses full gallop up the 
Via di Condotti. 

" ' What is it?' cried the people, assembling in crowds. 

"^Aspy.' 

" * No ! an Austrian in disguise.' 

" * He was for setting the CaflFfe Nuovo on fire.' 

"* The Lord save us!' 

" * He killed somebody.' 

" * Ah, the savage ! hit him, seize him, he's an Aus- 
trian !' 

" I had just arrived at the foot of the hill of Capo 
alle Case, and I saw a carriage whirled along and pur- 
sued by a number of enraged fellows, shouting, ' stop ! 
stop !' but the driver plied the whip to the horses, and 
they flew like the wind, while a long way behind was a 
stream of men, increasing and swelling fearfully. ^ Who 
is he ?' shouted the new-comers. ' An Austrian ; catch 
him ! down with him !' The people in the houses rushed 
to the windows and doors ; the women in the street lifted 
their little children above the crowd and ran with the 
rest, or rather were borne along by that raging tide : 
' Strike him down !' ' Death ! he's an emissary.' With 
difficulty the poor Cardinal succeeded in making his 
escape to the palace of the Pope." 
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" What is this you tell me, Signor Ferdinando ? What 
infamy ! Such excesses in Rome." 

" That's nothing in comparison with what took place 
in the Palace of the Chancery. The Pope sent Monsig- 
nore Maggiordomo, and a Secret Chamberlain in his own 
state carriage to fetch the Cardinal, who was guarded 
as a prisoner by the Civic Guards. At the appearance 
of the carriage they flocked out of their quarters, drew 
up in front of the gate with fixed bayonets, and shouted 
* Stand! you can't pass.' 

" Monsignore Maggiordomo said that he had orders 
from the Pope to take the Cardinal to the palace. An 
insolent young sub-lieutenant immediately thrust himself 
forward, and asked : ' Have you a written order from the 
Pope ?' Monsignore nobly replied, ' that when the Sove- 
reign PontiflF sends his Maggiordomo, in person, to exe- 
cute his commands, it is not usual to give his orders in 
writing.' 

"*No!' cried the shameless youth; 'you shall not 
pass without an order.' 

" When the Pope heard of this violence, he called the 
General of the Civic Guard, and ordered him to bring • 
the Cardinal to him. The Prince, entering his carriage, 
went with a Prelate to the Court of Chancery, and call- 
ing the Captain of the Guard, gave him the order of 
His Holiness. But before the Captain had time to an- 
swer, the same lieutenant who had addressed the Cardi- 
nal, interrupted him. 

" ' What Pope ?' cried he, in a ruflSanly tone. * The 
Cardinal is a traitor ; he is our prisoner.* 

" ' But you, officer and soldiers, pray be reasonable ; 
this is an order from the Sovereign, a positive command : 
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He requires the Cardinal in his presence. Be Romans ; 
make no further opposition.' 

" * No ! he shall not go out.' The General eyed him 
sternly, and said, ' I shall see who will dare fire at my 
breast when I take with me his Eminence.' The law- 
less villain replied, ^ We will fire upon you both ;' and 
casting a glance at the others, those reprobates ran to 
their muskets, threw themselves upon the stairs and the 
landings, and planted themselves with fixed bayonets at 
the doors ; the Cardinal, therefore, remained in his apart- 
ment, and the General, boiling with rage, withdrew amid 
the yells and hisses of that rfibble." 

At thi? relation, Bartolo chafed and writhed in his 
chair; he seized the partition grate of the nun's par- 
lor, and shook it in the violence of his anger ; Alisa, who 
had in the mean time entered, turned her astonished 
eyes from her father to the superioress who had accom- 
panied her. 

" Well, what do you say to that, my friend ? You, 
who so loudly proclaimed the Civic Guard as the de- 
liverer of Rome, and almost of the Holy Church ! And 
now while we are speaking, siege is laid by this same 
most religious Civic Guard to the palaces of the Cardi- 
nals, and they are held there prisoners. A& I came 
here I saw, with my own eyes, double guards at all the 
gates and doors, and you will see them yourself as you 
return home." 

" To Albano ! to Albano ! Alisa, get ready, for I will 
remove from the sight of such a scandalous spectacle. 
What will the world say ? Because the Pope refuses to 
yield to the factious, they vent their rage upon the car- 
dinals, outraging in them the Pontificate ; they make a 
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mockery of his august commands ! Ye senseless fools ! 
do you suppose that you will move a Pope from his 
resolve with such scarecrows? Firmness is a virtue 
peculiar to the Pope, and you can stir him no more than 
you could the rocks of the sea.'* 

" Well said, Bartolo ! You speak like a man of judg- 
ment." 

" I assure you, my dear Ferdinando, the scales are 
daily falling from my eyes. Alisa, have all your things 
in readiness ; I will come for you to-morrow morning : 
and when you have seen your aunt, we will seek a little 
peace in the villa at Albano." 

In the mean time the demagogues persevered in their 
perfidious assaults against the determination of the Pope, 
to force him to recall the Allocution, or at least to de- 
clare that the new ministry had continued the war by its 
,own authority and upon its own responsibility. The 
Vatican rock is immovable. Pius IX. has passed a 
Pontifical decree ; his word cannot vary, or yield a hair's 
breadth. He has said Peace, and peace shall be. His 
Holiness did in effect send a propositien to the King of 
Sardinia to receive the Roman volunteers into his ser- 
vice ; and a new Legate was to be sent to the King and 
to the Imperial camp, suggesting conditions of peace. 
He proclaimed the Roman militia to be under his com- 
mand ; and on the other hand, no soldier or volunteer was 
taken prisoner by the Austrians that had not extended 
to him the same security as if he was lawfully engaged 
in war. 

Notwithstanding this, in order to increase the rage of 
the maddened partisans, the false report was spread, 
that the painter Caffi, who had accompanied the legions, 

82* 
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in the uniform of the Roman National Guard, was taken 
by the Croats and hanged upon a tree, with this inscrip- 
tion, in large characters, upon his breast : "Thus are 
served the Roman Civic Guards.*' Tet the worthy 
Caffi was at that moment quietly smoking his cigar in 
the camp, and writing to his friends in Rome that he 

I was never in better health and spirits. Moreover, the 
prisoners of war, taken by the Croatians, in the en- 
counters on the Isonzo, the Livenza, and the Tal- 
liamento, everywhere proclaimed the kindness and 
courtesy generously shown them by the Austrians. 

To the Allocution were also ascribed a variety of 
occurrences unfavorable to the conspirators, or disgrace- 
ful to the Roman name. For a pretended conspiracy at 
Ancona, invented by the Pailadej men of honor were 
impeached and imprisoned as traitors, whose only crime 
was a sincere and loyal devotedness to their sovereign '^ 
the sole fact of their being denounced by the Pallade^ 
was a sufficient guarantee of the truth of this, for that 
paper held in detestation none but men of the most 
exalted virtue. • 

The object of this and other inventions, was to propa- 
gate a belief that the Pope, in adhering to the terms of 
his Allocution, was acting in opposition to the dictates 
of his own conscience, and at the instigation of a con- 
spiracy of the partisans of Austria. The dissensions 
among the Roman legions, on the march and in the 
camp, the mutual recriminations of the soldiers against 
their officers, whose equals they considered themselves, 
and of the officers against the soldiers, whom they 
reproached as turbulent and insolent, and devoid of 
all military discipline, of regard for the honor of 
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Italians, and of that love of duty, and that confidence 
in their leaders, without which no army can be brave 
and effective in action ; all was laid by the Pallade to 
the charge of the Allocution. Was it unnatural that an 
army so constituted, should fly in the most disgraceful 
manner before the army of Nugent, so distinguished by 
its rigorous discipline ? Tet the defeat and flight of the 
Roman legions, according to the Pallade^ were owing, 
solely, to the Allocution. 

But if the demagogues were cowardly in the open 
field, there was another field in which they displayed a 
valor above that of any other people in the world; 
namely, that of assassination. If they fled before the 
Croats of Nugent, they abounded in that bravery which 
secretly lies in wait for its victims, as the Pallade un- 
blushingly relates : — 

"No. 236. On Tuesday (May 3d, 1848), about one 
fo'clock, during the night, near the palace of the Bospi- 
gliosi of Zagarolo, the surgeon Angelo Zauli, of Faenza, 
jwas killed with a stiletto." Every honest mind would 
suppose that the Pallade would comment upon this 
with expressions TJf Luiiui, or at least, with compassion. 
No, to assassination he adds contemptuous raillery: 
" Poor surgeon ! It appears that he had not given satis- 
faction to everybody. The dense ! What an idea, to 
leave Faenza to go and die at Zagarolo ! There are 
certain cases, certain combinations, which cannot be ex- 
plained. Let them pass. We only observe in general 
terms, that there is no comer in the world capable of 
hiding him, who for just motives i^ justly proscribed.'* 

Every one will turn from these lines and cast round 
him a look of shuddering amazement, to discover if he 
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be really in Rome, in Italy, among civilized men, among 
Christians, and not among cannibals and anthropo- 
phagi. And if any individual, at the imminent risk of 
his life, for the sake of Christ, rwses a voice to warn 
youth against throwing themselves into the abyss of the 
secret societies, and of the conspiracies, he is assailed by 
a file of newspapers, and a thousand voices, as a calumni- 
ator. The document is a solemn one. God has permitted 
that it should be brought to full light, for the most 
exalted ends of his Providence and his mercy. Youth 
of Italy, the hope of your religion, and your country, 
learn to profit by it ! The unfortunate Zauli, and innu- 
merable other victims of assassination, stand as ghastly 
and awful shades upon the threshold of those portals, 
within which brood sacrilege, and every deed of dark- 
ness, of rebellion, and of death. 



CHAPTER XXXIIL 

THE VILLA OF ALBANO. 

On the fourth of May, at about eight in the morning, 
the hour when the gates of Rome were permitted, by 
the strict watchfulness of the Civic Guard, to be opened, 
Bartolo went out with Alisa, on his way to the hills of 
Albano. That lovely young lady grieved at this new 
separation from her excellent teachers, and her affec- 
tionate companions, who had enriched her mind during 
those days of her retirement with that celestial wisdom 



1?HB JEW OF VBEONA. 881 

and sweetness which are unknown to those who yield 
themselves up to the seductions of the world, and who 
are strangers to that golden innocence of youth, which 
imparts to the heart the purest joys of that happy period 
of life. Let the young lady, who may read these lines, 
recognise this truth ; let her understand the meaning of 
my words : she will thank me and love this beautiful 
Alisa, who is the representative^ iLo uwcel vll'Tues of 
your own innocent heart. 

TBcrthat beautiful asylum of peace, where she had 
been educated, from her childhood, in the holy and be- 
nign principles of piety and faith, Alisa had fortified her 
mind, which had been softened and dissipated by the 
poisonous atmosphere of worldly society and conversa- 
tion ; and on arriving at the delightful retreat of her 
father, it appeared more beautiful than ever. The 
flowers seemed more fresh and odoriferous ; the green of 
the trees and grass more brilliant ; the sky more bright 
and crystalline ; the birds sang with more sprightliness ; 
the fountains were more limpid and silvery ; — for purity 
of heart, creates in nature a mirror, in which it sees its 
own reflection. This was the first time that she had 
been at home without the company of Polissena, whose 
death she had wept with tears of sincerity, and whose 
memory had become dear and grateful by her return to 
God. A good heart readily forgets the wrongs it has 
received from others, and Alisa had truly forgotten the 
evil insinuations of her false friend; and, whenever 
there arose in her heart sentiments of indignation and 
disgust at the scorn with which Polissena had frequently 
treated her piety and devotion, especially towards the 
Most Holy Virgin Mother of God, Alisa felt the 
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greatest sorrow, and humbled herself, saying : " Grod 
has pardoned the poor sinner, and shall I refuse her 
forgiveness? The Madonna now embraces her as a 
beloved child, shall I still keep in remembrance her 
failings ? Ah, my beloved Mother, grant rest and peace 
to her soul in your bosom.** 

Thoughts of Aser would also intrude ; she could not 
banish from her mind the dangers which her fancy 
pictured as surrounding him. She would then take her 
harp, and, as if in expiation of her transgressions, she 
entoned in the sweetest measure, " Virgo singularia! 
Vitam prcesta puram^ iter para tutumy' with a warbling 
of exquisite melody, which died gently on the enchanted 
air. 

Bartolo was fond of riding out in the mornings, on 
horseback, accompanied by his daughter, irtiom he 
looked upon with delight, as she rode gracefully by his 
side. He frequently conducted her along the beautiful 
and flowery banks of the Alban lake, or into the 
ancient wood of Ferentum, and through Marino to the 
foot of the declivities of the mountain of Jupiter of 
Latona, thence to the Madonna del Tufo, and to the 
Abbey of Grotta Ferrata, to admire the magnificent 
frescoes of Domenichino. 

"But if you wish to see,'* said Bartolo, one day, 
"some other wonders of the art of painting, we will pass 
up here, above the Abbey, through the thick forest of 
green-oaks, and I'll take you to the Villa di Mont^ilto." 

"Oh yes, father," said Alisa, "it would afford me 
much pleasure, for Erminia often told me that the woods 
are most beautiful, and afford a dense shade. Beneath 
a magnificent green-oak stands a little oratory of the 
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Madonna, protected by the immense branches of the 
tree ; and the students of the Propaganda, who pass 
their vacations there, illuminate all the grove, on the 
eighth of September, with lamps contained in many- 
colored globes, suspended among the branches of the 
trees, so as to produce emblems and devices, which have 
a most enchanting effect. They also sing the praises of 
Mary in every language of the world. My friend told 
me, that she went last year with her brothers — ^their 
house is just above the grove, — and heard them sing in 
Chinese, in Indian, Persian, Curdic, Arabic, Coptic, 
Ethiopian, Greek, Armenian, Slavonic, and in all the 
other tongues, both of the Eastern and Western hemi- 
spheres. Is it not something really admirable, father ! 
How grateful it must be to the Madonna, who, you 
know, understands them all, to hear her own praises 
chanted in so many tongues, and praises of her Divine 
Son, Jesus, who redeemed, with his blood, all the na- 
. tions of the world. She related to me, that among 
those fathers who educate the young students, there was 
one, who, with an Indian from Ceylon,* accompanied 
their chants with the sweet sound of his flute, and that 
another young man played the piano, all which must 
have added, in the midst of the silence and obscurity of 
the grove, a ravishing sweetness and gracefulness to the 
harmony.*' 

While they were thus conversing, they passed through 
the dense forest, had seen and bowed to the beautiful 
Madonna in the oratory^ contemplated the ancient holm- 
oak, and entered the gateway which opens upon the 

• Signor Farnando, now a priest in India. The performer on the 
piano, was Signor Rohl, now teaching Oriental languages in England. 
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ample esplanade of the Yilla. An old man came to 
meet them, and received them with a courteous but sad- 
dened countenance, and when they made known their 
wish to see the painted halls of the palace, he held their 
horses and assisted them to dismount. Alisa stood a 
moment, while they were opening the windows, to ad- 
mire two spreading holm-trees, that join their branches 
oyer two seats, upon which the students sit beneath the 
shade ; she walked round the fountain, that throws high 
in the air a thick jet of limpid water, which falls again 
in spray into a reservoir which is surrounded by an iron 
railing. In front is a garden, containing the most beau- 
tiful flowers and rich espaliers of lemon and orange 
trees, and terminating in a rising ground, covered with 
brilliantly green and short grass, the whole forming, in 
front of the palace, a delightful prospect. 

After admiring those beauties they entered the great 
hall, painted by Zuccheri, who, to give an appearance of 
great elevation and spaciousness to. the arched ceiling, ^ 
which is somewhat low, decorated the walk with delicate 
columns supporting a bower of vines, in which are seen 
a variety of birds, up among the foliage, so delicately 
touched, in the coloring, that they seem to have life, 
and to hop from twig to twigi among the leaves. On 
the left hand is the " Hall of the Sun,** a splendid work 
of art of Dom^nichino, who gave to the groundwork of 
the vault, a most vivid orange. At one end the heads 
and breasts of two horses are seen, thrown forward, 
panting from the rapidity of their course, with eyes of - 
the most fiery vivacity, their nostrils distended, and 
their fore-legs arched, in the act of bounding through 
the liquid air, as they seem to draw from the ocean the 
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chariot of the sun. A curved shell forms the half visi- 
ble chariot, and above it, bending slightly forward, is 
seen a youthful figure, of divine beauty and brightness, 
urging on the horses, representing the rising sun, and 
shedding from his eyes, and from his radiant and serene 
countenance, a flood of dazzling and flaming rays. It 
is impossible to imagine the beauty and the delight ex- 
perienced at the sight of this divine representation. In 
the* middle of the vault, the sun, with admirable fore- 
shortening, stands upright in his golden chariot, the 
flaming horses speed through the high heavens, with 
rapid flight, upon banks of clouds that seem on fire, 
above and on the sides, but ash-colored and dark 
beneath ; while at the other side of the vaulted ceiling, 
the steeds are seen to descend into the ocean, leaving 
visible, nothing but the back of the chariot, and a por- 
tion of the shoulders of Phoebus, who throws back his 
hand, in the act of applying the whip to his horses, and 
seems to melt from before the eyes. 

This magnificent villa was erected by the Cardinal di 
Montalto, nephew of Pope Sixtus V., and in consequence 
of this it is named Montalto. Within the recesses he 
caused two inestimable frescoes to be painted, in which 
he desired Pope Sixtus to be represented as in his early 
youth. In one, Domenichino painted him as a boy 
returning with his father from the fields, and leading 
two oxen, which are still yoked to the plough. The 
young boy is so lively, and so gracefully caresses a little 
dog, which runs bounding before him, that the spectator 
cannot resist the idea that he is really animated. In 
the other he appears as a youth of fifteen years, resting 
at noon after his harvest labors, and fallen asleep with 

VOL. I. 33 
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fatigue beneath the shade of a fine spreading tree. It 
is the dinner-hour, his mother is preparing the plates, 
his father is cutting the bread upon a stone, and his 
sister (afterwards the mother of the Cardinal), in a frock 
of azure, is bending down and reaching water from a 
silvery rill with one hand, while with the other she 
timidly shakes her brother, who awakes and rises to 
partake of the meal. That sleep is so sweet, the timidity 
of the young girl so touching, and the face and attitude of 
the father so ingenuous and thoughtful, that the beholder 
is unable to turn away his enchanted eyes. 
. The other end of the room opens into the chamber of 
f Night, painted by Annibal Caracci, who upon a field of 
ultramarine depicted a starry sky, with the youthful 
Hesper in the centre, admirably drawn, in the act of 
lighting two torches, one from the bosom of a Oynthia^ 
who serenely guides a chariot drawn by a pair of yoked 
oxen, and the other from the fingers of the ascending 
Aurora. On the opposite side, in the deepest shade of 
night, a Mercury is in the act • of descending, with his 
head downwards, and foreshortened with unequalled 
boldness. He has a winged cap upon his head, and 
winged sandals on his feet, wielding in one hand the 
caducous, and in the other a purse, the one an emblem 
of his patronage of thieves, the other the sign of his 
office of guide to the dead into the gloomy realms of 
Pluto. Bound this painting runs a frieze in which are 
represented symbols of night ; and above appears Night 
herself, bearing in her arms Sleep and Death. 

The other apartments of the Villa are painted by- 
Zuccheri in fanciful arabesques and graceful designs, of 
rare and admirable execution. From the balconies of 
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these apartments are enjoyed magnificent views of Tuscu- 
lum, also that of the Villa Al5obrandini, the Villa Conti, 
and other palaces, gardens, parks, fomitains, and yalleys, 
which lead the eye in one direction as far as Rome ; in 
another to the Sabine mountains ; in a third over the 
Plains of Latium as far as the sea, which may be seen 
glittering on the far distant shores of the south. 

Alisa was so delighted with so much beauty, that she 
reluctantly tore herself away, when her father finding it 
later than he had supposed wished to return to Albano. 
As they passed out through the court of the fountain, 
Bartolo said to the old guardian — 

" You bear traces of sorrow on your countenance ; has 
any misfortune befallen you ?*' 

" My dear sft,'' replied the old man, " I am unused to 
this secular dress, for a few days ago my superior was 
compelled in consequence of the threats of the conspira- 
tors, to leave the college and abandon his beloved stu- 
dents ; that little room near the chapel was his, and 
when we passed through' it, I was unable to conceal my 
grief. The will of God our Lord be for ever blessed !'* 
Bartolo pressed his hand in silence, Alisa cast upon him 
a look of compassion, and, remounting their horses, they 
silently returned to Albano. 

Notwithstanding the salubrious air of those hills, Bar- 
tolo remarked that his daughter frequently sufiered from 
nervous headache, and that she was delicate and dejected, 
he therefore resolved to take a pleasure trip to Naples, 
to pass the end of May at Portici, June at Castellamare, 
and all July upon the beautiful and cool shores of Sor- 
rentum, where, in the little bay below the hotel of the 
Syren, she might have the advantage of its baths, so 
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strengthening to the nerves, and so efficacious in restor- 
ing bodily vigor. He lost no time in preparations, and 
vrithin three days they were rapidly approaching Terra- 
cina, to the great delight of Alisa. 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 

THE FIFTEENTH OF MAY AT NAPLES. 

" Oh, papa, why will yon expose yourself to so great 
a danger ? Why will you cause us so mtTch terror, and 
this insupportable agony ? For charity's sake, dear — 
dear papa, don't go to the barricades ! — don't join vfith 
those criminal — " 

" Luisella, ah ! criminal ? Criminal ? — ^the defenders 
of their country, the supporters of the laws, the com- 
batants for liberty— criminal ? Get out of my sight, 
simpleton ! It's that bigot of a mother of yours that 
teaches you to disgrace our heroes with such epithets." 

" Forgive me, dear papa ; but don't go out, I beg of 
you, I conjure you ! You have a wife, and sons, and 
an aged father. Ah, popr grandfather !" 

"No; I have no family, no children, no father; I 
have a country to defend, its glory to sustain, its liberty 
to secure. Reach me the powder-flask ; where have you 
put it?" 

"Papa!"— 

" The powder ! the powder, I say ! There ; they are 
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beating : it calls every citizen that has the heart of an 
Italian." 

Hereupon, Luisella, a girl of sixteen, beautiful, grace- 
ful, modest, full of spirit and the most ardent affection 
for her father, threw herself upon his neck, kissed and 
caressed him, while her tears flowed upon his face. The 
aged Don Gennaro, near upon his eightieth year, kept 
immovable in his chair by the gout, tearfully beheld 
from the next room, this contrast of phrensy and affec- 
tion. Donna Cecilia was in her own apartment, with her 
other children, and was not aware of the mad and wicked 
intentions of her husband. But Luisella, who had on 
the previous evening seen her father take an English 
rifle by stealth into his study, and knew how strong a 
partisan he was, of the new projects in Naples, never 
took her eyes off him ; and seeing him prepare to leave 
the house, she opposed it with a persistency inspired by 
her filial love, and her fears and anguish for the fate 
which might befall her parent. 

Don Carlo, a gentleman of about forty years of age, 
of an impetuous and violent temperament, but of a kind 
disposition, and i^ectionate towards his children, seeing 
Luisella thus hanging upon his neck, and feeling her 
heart beat, with the violence of her anxiety, against his 
own, was moved, and on the point of abandoning his 
resolution. Luisella, reading ip his eyes the emotions 
which were passing in his heart, gave a final assault, 
saying : - 

" Dear father, I will not leave you : if you will go and 
combat, I will stand in front of you ; I will be your 
shield ; the balls shall first pass through your Luisella. 
Papa ! dearest Papa!" — 

S3* 
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Don Carlo pressed liis daughter to his hosom, and was 
on the pomt of saying, " I will not go," when the bell 
rang violently, twice in succession. A servant ran to 
the door, and on opening it, there entered a young man 
of the name of Santilli, who impatiently hurried up to 
Don Carlo, and, without a word of salutation, or noticing 
Luisella, who had taken her arms from her father's neck, 
proudly summoned him to take his arms and accompany 
him from the house. 

This .SantiUJJ BWts of a prepossessing exterior, showy in 
his dress, wore a beard and mustaches, and reminded one 
of the Grecian head and features of Alcibiades, or Epa- 
minondas. He was the Hippias of Naples, and spent 
whole days and nights holding forth in the most fre- 
quented piazzas, to excite the peaceable laboring people 
to an exalted sense of the resurrection of Italy, and of 
the generous eflForts made for its revival. Such was his 
vain conceit of his eloquence, that he seemed always to 
have a heavy charge of it in reserve, ready to explode 
on the shortest notice, like the cuttle-fish, which bespat- 
ters with its inky fluid, every point of rock, and every 
inequality which it touches in its lurking-place. At the 
tables of the great hotels, and at the counters of taverns ; 
at Toledo, among the opulent stores, and at the Porta 
Capuana, among the dealers in vegetables; upon the 
square of the Castello and that of Santa Lucia, among 
the fishmongers, and the oyster criers; Santilli here, 
Santilli there, Santilli everywhere. 

When Christina Trivulza, princess of Belgioioso, assem- - 
bled those hundred and twenty knights-errant, who were 
to sail on board the Virgilio, to conquer Lombardy from 
the Austrians, Santilli leaped upon the binnacle and 
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harangued those heroes, like Jason did the Argonauts, 
or like Themistocles harangued the Greeks before the 
battle of Salamis. 

When the Pezzilli, the Barberisi, and the Bellini 
wished to form a deputation to the palace, as representa- 
tives of the nation, to petition the king to send succor, 
by sea and land, to Venice, Santilli preached, and 
deafened people with such energy, that at last he drew 
together a band of young spen dthrifts, who denomin ated 
themselves " the people, the kingdom, the nation/' 

We may well imagine that Santilli, in the presence of 
Don Carlo, whom he saw vacillating between the endear- 
ments of Luisella, and the love of his country's liberty, 
drew from the stores of his eloquence his most weighty 
arguments, and the most convincing exhortations. Don 
Carlo watched him attentively ; Luisella wept, and be- 
sought her father with every gesture of affection ; she 
stretched out her arms to* him, clasped her hands, and 
pointed to her aged grandfather, who sat there, sad and 
despairing. But Santilli, taking Don Carlo's arm, led him 
to the window, and pointed to the active preparations of 
* the conspirators ; he described the barricades, which were 
already raised by the exertions, principally, of the Cala- 
brians and Cilentani. Coaches, carts, and wagons 
were seized and piled together with furniture of every 
description. The night, he said, had been passed by the 
National Guard in the preparation of those defences, 
while Don Carlo had slept, unmindful of the glorious 
enterprise. The leaders of the cause were astonished at 
his supineness. Let him imitate Romeo, Cecilia, and 
Fiorentino, who appeared at every point, showing the 
example, both by word and deed. Many of the houses 
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of Toledo were supplied with arms ; the balconies, roofs, 
and windows, swarmed with patriots. Let the satellites 
of tyranny come, they would find it an arduous task to 
subdue free hearts, that combat for the love of liberty. 

Don Carlo wa s stun^ ed ^ the torrent of fierj^ords 
which te pdureJ forth, and looked down th^ptrAotfl^ 
whicE^sWHimed withlSobs of factions, of criminals and 
of rebels of every degree : he saw faces distorted with 
passion and rage, urged on to rebellion by the demon of 
impiety, and the fury of desperation. That dreadful 
sight filled him with horror : but among those fiendish 
countenances he saw his friends, who looked up to his 
windows as they passed, and called on him by signs to 
join them in the struggle. Santilli, at the end of his 
noisy speech, obtaining no answer, continued: "What 
are you thinking of? Why do you hesitate? Why do 
you doubt ? Come along, trifler ! let's away ; take your 
rifle. Here, with your powdwr and balls, let's go." 

Luisella, terrified at this outcry, rushed to the door, 
and clung to the bolt, and cried : " Ah, you robber of 
fathers, you destroyer of children ! here you shall never 
pass." Santilli, assuming a composed air, and with a 
\ fiendish smile : "Beautiful young lady," said he, "our 
\ country calls us ; hinder not its heroes from saving it. 
1 You yourself should take up arms in its defence ; do you 
Inot know how many gentle and modest ladies are now 
jat their posts, at their windows, upon the roofs and bal- 
conies, with arms in their hands ?" 

" No !" rep lied Luisella ; " neither gentle nor honest 
Ufllpfl liglit \n thp. fi anse of traitors to the Kin g, of the 
assassins of their country, and the enemies of Go d. 
Leave me my father ; go you and fight in the ranks of 
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the other wretches, with your dancing and singing girls, 
and your abandoned women, for none other are or can 
be found capable of aiding in such a cause." 

Shots were already heard in the Piazza Reale. Rage 
and fury filled the heart of the ferocious demagogue. 
He rushed upon Luisella, tore her hands from the door, 
and seizing her by the hair, dashed her to the ground, 
and threw open the door ; he then laid hold of Don 
Carlo, pushed him to the head of the - stairs, and drew 
him after him down the steps. 

Thaj^j&arnt-li day of ATny rnspi dmdiy nnd frightful 
over Naples, which was joyfully awaiting the opening of 
the Legislative Chambers of the Kingdom. But that 
terrible day had been foreseen by men of wisdom, 
dreaded by the good, longed for by the soldiers, who had 
been loaded with insults, resolved upon by the wicked, 
and predestined by God for the safety of the sovereign, 
of constitutional government, and of Italy. 

The societies had some time past organized a singular 
species of telegraph, entitled among the conspirators the 
White Express. It consisted in the disseminating of 
sheets of white paper folded like letters, with superscrip- 
tions and directions, and bearing the stamp of the post- 
office, where they were posted, and of that where they 
were delivered: In these sheets the conspirators were 
in the practice of writing every species of invention to 
inflame the minds of the people, deceived and seduced 
by their perfidious trickery. No one need be told of the 
success which by these snares and falsehoods the con- 
spirators obtained, to the injury of Naples and the whole 
kingdom. They narrated innumerable victories gained 
by the Lombards over the Austrians ; depicted atrocious 
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cases of havoc, of butcheries, of plundering, of destruc- 
tion, and levelling of cities, of burning of granaries, and 
of devastations of the country, committed by the Aus- 
trians, who threatened to consume the whole of Italy. 
Let the Neapolitans hasten to succor the oppressed ; let 
them come without delay, with numerous legions, with 
vfell-appointed parks of artillery and powerful naval 
forces. Let the land forc«5S march through the Ro- 
magnas, the fle^ sail direct to Venice, or coast along 
the Adriatic, and support the legions on their march. 

Such evil arts were used in the city with the intention 
of producing a spirit of discontent, to drive the king to 
remove the bulk of his troops from the capital ; and thus 
leave the people weak and unprotected and unable to 
defend itself against the power of the conspiracy. The 
desired ends were obtained. A naval squadron set sail 
for Venice, and two land divisions commenced their 
march towards Lombardy, the first, under the command 
of General Giovanni Statella, consisting of eight batta- 
lions, a field battery, and a company of sappers : the 
second of about the same numerical force, led by Briga- 
dier Nicoletti ; one regiment of lancers and two of dra- 
goons closed the march, under the orders of Marcantonio 
Colonna. Qulielmo Pepe w as appointe d General-in- 
chief of these tEirieen xhousand troops, 'xhe ilflliy "Vas 
pfeceded by the I'riniid 6f Luperano, the Duke of Alba- 
neto Pallavicino di Prato, and the Prince of Colobrano, 
with others, sent as commissioners to the war in Upper 
Italy. The Pope's Allocution of the 29th of April, dis- 
claiming all concurrence in the war against Austria, 
closed the passage to the Neapolitan legions ; this, how- 
ever, was afterwards reopened by the preponderance of 
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the ministry of Mamiani, which Bcornfully set at defiance 
the Allocution, and the protestations by which Pius IX. 
opposed it. 

The tumults which occurred in Rome on the first of 
May, on occasion of the pontifical Allocution, and the 
wringing from thfe hands of the Pope the last thread by 
which he governed the Soman States, added immeasur- 
ably to the audacity of the ^conspirators of Naples, who 
confidently trusted to overthrow the constitution which 
on the ^Sth- Of January th ft Y had Riynri^ fn ^ njiiiuliiiii^ Mhd 
with it to dethrone the king and destro y ^^f^ p^-^^nr nt fninr^ 
of govemment. T* 

Fifty peers of the realm were to be nominated on the 
15th of May, and in conjunction with the Chamber of 
Deputies to form the Parliament : this, however, was a 
mere device to blind the ignorant to the machinations of 
the societies ; f ^or on the 13th, a numerous band of rebels 
rose in arms in Santa ^aria di Capua, and in Aversa, 
threatening to march jipon the city with all the fresh 
accessions to their numbers that they expected from the 
population of the neighboring country. But the pea- 
santry, sound in their loyalty to the king, spurned their 
iniquitous solicitations ; consternation spread among the 
traitors and disconcerted their plans. 

In Naples, where the accession of auxiliaries was im- 
plicitly relied upon, the measures of the conspirators 
proceeded with amazing audacity ; so that in the after- 
noon ninety-nine deputies, convened of their own accord, 
spread the report that the object of their deliberations 
was the form of the oath. This assembly at once con- 
stituted a tribunal to which flocked a dense crowd of 
conspirators, who, unable to find room in the interior of 
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the Montaliveto Palace, covered the steps, and the space 
round the fountain and under the Ricciardo Palace. The 
proposed form of the oath was vague, uncertain, and 
ambiguous ; the king was to take an oath of which he 
knew not the extent ; hence the answer of that loyal 
and sincere prince : " I swore to the Constitution of the 
29th of January, before the whole kingdom : in May, 
my oath shall change neither upon my lips nor in my 
heart/' 

This noble declaration, which ought to have proved to 
the rebels the fruitlessness of their endeavors, was re- 
presented as a crime — ^the king was perjured, the king- - 
dom betrayed. The miscreants of the Montaliveto, throw- 
ing off the mask, filled the hall with shouts of rage : " Let 
the king,*' cried they, "take the oath which we pre- 
scribe, or cease to be king. The cities and plains are in 
arms to support us — already the Cilentani are at the 
gate, led by Carducci ; the Calabrians, the Basilicans, 
and the mountaineers of Abruzzo will arrive in a few 
hours. Let them who are not with us tremble !*' Not 
satisfied with terrifying into compliance the rest of the 
members, they endeavored by dreadful menaces to strike 
terror into the peers of the realm assembled at the palace 
of the president, the Prince of Cariati. 

In the mean time, Andrea and Stephano Romeo de- 
clared that assembly to be permanent ; they created a 
president and secretaries, and decreed the "National 
Constituency/* A considerable number of deputies, 
suspecting perfidy, had absented themselves ; a full third 
of those present made their way out through the crowd, 
the infuriated demagogues alone formed the tribunal to 
the number of about sixty, extolling the people and im- 
precating the king. 
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The ting, on being informed of their insolence, reso- 
lutely protested to the Prince of San Giacomo, that on 
the following day he would take the same oath that he 
had sworn in January, without changing one iota of its 
substance. 

He had of his own accord bestowed the Constitution 
upon the kingdom ; the liberals had accepted and sworn 
obedience to it with . demonstrations of joy ; they now 
repudiated it before the country, before Italy, and the 
world. Yet the time is not distant when the liberals of 
Italy and of Europe, facing about, will calumniate that 
monarch as disloyal ; and to the perjured and perfidious 
demagogues will be awarded the praise of spotless good 
faith.* But as for iniquity, so a day will come for truth 
and justice (a day which infallibly comes to all) ; and 
when the fury and prejudices of party have died away; 
the world will admire good faith where intact and un- 
doubted, and abhor felony under whatever mask of false- 
hood and fraud it may conceal itself. 

When the Prince of San Giacomo related the resolute 
words of the king, there arose in the Chamber a confu- 
sion, a storm of cries so tempestuous, that it resembled 
rather a den of raging lions and tigers. A stentorian 
voice arose above the rest : '*' The kin^ wishes to destroy 
the Constitution ! there is no resource but the barricades 
— death to the traitor !*' 

"To^lHi baiiicadiiy! to fche barricades!" thundered 
from the benches of the deputies. " To the barricades !" 
was echoed from the floor. No sooner said than done. 

* We have already read it a hundred times in the Statuto of Flo- 
rence, and we read it yet, u$que ad nauseam, in the Risorgimento of Turin, 
and in other moderate journals. 

VOL. I. 34 
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The leaders of Young Italy rushed from the Chamber, 
ran through the principal streets exclaiming that the 
country was betrayed ; inviting, vaporing — almost using 
force — ^with parties of workmen of every kind. " Sound 
the tocsin !" shouted the National Guard, which was 
waiting below for the outbreak of the conspirators. Ga- 
briele Pepe, general of the National Guard, endeavored 
to appease that torrent of mutineers ; but he was thrown 
jfo the ground, and with difficulty escaped assassination. 
/in every street drums and trumpets sounded to arms : 

/ " To arms, brethren !" everywhere shouted the rebels ; 

1 " we are betrayed ! Come forth ; hasten to save your 

I country !" 

\ In Toledo, the conspirators were seizing upon every- 
thing movable to barricade the streets. The garrison 
and reserve troops, at about an hour after midnight, 
received orders to leave their barracks and stand on 
guard at the Royal Palace, and keep possession of 
the principal piazzas of the city. The king called his 
commissaries, and sent them to cause the barricades and 
obstructions to be removed. They went, used every 
exertion, advised, begged, and prayed ; at length the 
king was informed, " that if the garrison retired the 
barricades would be removed." The king with great 
goodness and clemency, to avoid every motive for blood- 
sl^edy-cmiaeg t^Pndud tu thiis propoaal, to the auStonishm ent 
of every one. The troops retired; but the faithless 
rebels, instead of adhering to this agreement, were only 
stimulated to increased audacity. 

Pier Agnolo Fiorentino (who, after inflaming with all 
his energy the insurgents of Rome, during the first days 
of May, had hastened to Naples, to embolden the con- 
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spirators there), and Battista La Cecilia, another despe- 
rate character, lately returned, were, with the Calabrian 
Mileto, like an impetuous wind blowing up the flames. 
Hearing of the numerous messengers that were parley- 
ing with the men at the barricades, to persuade them to 
desist from their criminal intentions of civil war and 
bloodshed, they answered : " Tell the king that it is al- 
ready too late. Let him abdicate the crown, give up to 
us the fortifications, and dismiss the garrison to a dis- 
tance of forty miles : the people are king ; let it alone 
reign and give laws." 

At the news of such mq,dness and frenzy, the king, 
who was strongly adverse to bloodshed, after a long 
struggle with the Chevalier Angelo d'Epiro, with Noya, 
and Letizia, who urged him to destroy the barricades by 
force, at length granted permission to a band of soldiers, 
without arms, to present themselves at the first barricade 
of the Nardones quarter, as simple citizens, to aid in re- 
moving it in a peaceable manner. Fifty grenadiers, of 
the Eoyal Guard, left the palace, accompanied by the 
artillery. Colonel d'Epiro, and Colonel Letizia, and the 
Syndic of Naples. The National Guard, on the approach 
of the soldiers, although they saw that they were un- 
armed, levelled their muskets from the top of the barri- 
cade, and shouted : 

"Away, ye vile rabble, or we'll riddle you with 
balls !" 

The soldiers withdrew, and returned to their posts 
at the king's palace, inflaming their comrades to avenge 
the insult which they had received. 

The enraged grenadiers pointed their pieces, and seized 
their matches, resolved to overthrow those excrescences 
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of rebellion ; but General Scala, throwing himself before 
them, by commands and entreaties, restrained them. 
Cries passed from quarter to quarter, from company to 
company. 

The troops were boiling with fury, and at length, 
about six in the morning, they were permitted to leave 
their stations. The Swiss regiments, with two squadrons 
of lancers, and two companies of the pontoon train, took 
possession of the square of the Castle, under the protection 
of the batteries of the Forte Nuovo : another Swiss regi- 
ment, with a squadron of lancers, and half a battery of 
cannon, drew out upon the esplanade of Mercatello ; the 
fourth Swiss regiment, with a section of artillery, posted 
themselves so as to command the heights towards the 
street, down to the foot of the steps of Santa Teresa 
degli Scalzi. Another section of artillery, with a squa- 
dron of lancers, protected the passage of the Vicaria, 
while the second regiment of hussars, of the Guard, was 
posted at the Mercato, under the guns of the Forte del 
Carmine : but in the mean time the first regiment of 
grenadiers took its station as a reserve, in the Granili ; 
also, a battalion of the second, and two battalions of 
chasseurs, a battalion of marines, a battery of horse 
artillery, the first regiment of hussars, and a battalion 
of sappers, encircled the royal palace, partly in close file, 
and partly as a vanguard in reserve, at the quarter of 
Santa Lucia, and at every outlet of the royal palace, to 
guard against surprise, and to defend its approaches. 

During these movements, under the very eyes of the 
militia, as they stood in line at their posts, the conspi- 
rators continued to raise new barricades, to strengthen 
others, and to enlarge and complete those which were 
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unfinished. Pietro Mileto, in view of the royal palace, 
and in the presence of the soldiers, with unparalleled 
audacity, continued to block up Toledo, to fortify the 
palisades of San Ferdinando, while the troops could 
scarcely restrain their rage, on seeing themselves made 
objects of scorn before the whole of Naples, whose inha- 
bitants had flocked to witness so extraordinary a spec- 
tacle. At this moment were seen disembarking from a 
steamship three hundred Sicilians, who, like hounds ia 
full cry, sped through the streets and public placesl 
raising cries of revolt, to excite the inhabitants to rebel- 
lion, and offering insults without end to the king's sol- 
diers, to provoke them to battle.* 

The anxious houys from six to ten were spent in fruit- 
less negotiations and projects of peace, when at that 
hour one of the deputies, Vincenzo Lanza, spread the 
report down through Montaliveto, "that the king had 
yielded; that he retracted his former oath to the old 

tbnt -fhn rnrlinmrnt ph^n^^ H ^p^r^^^ the hfl^^'^'^'^^p be 
rem old, and the gamtaun return to iU qu<irieifl.- 

Hereupon, a captain gave the word of command to 
the infantry and cavalry to leave their posts, and return 
to their quarters ; but General Selvaggi, commandant of 
the Royal Guard, divining the treachery, and observing 
no signs of removing the barricades, galloped at full 
speed into the midst of the retiring squadrons, recalled 
them to their posts, and caused them to hold themselves 
in readiness for every event. This resolute devotedness 

• We have received letters from Palermo, denying the truth of this 
statement of the arrival of three hundred Sicilians ; but we find it con- 
firmed in many accounts of that day's events, published in Naples. 

34* 
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was the salvation of the country. At a quarter past 
eleven, while the battalions of the Guard were standing 
at ease, in tranquil groups, and knots, and circles, con- 
versing, with their elbows resting upon their bayonets, 
a shout of applause arose from behind the first barricade, 
and a sudden clapping of hands, which drew the atten- 
tion of all ; at the same moment, two sentinels of the 
National Guard fired, from the top of the barricade, 
upon the battalion of grenadiers, and from the windows 
of the third story of the Cirella Palace were fired other 
musket shots, upon the mass of the column. 

At this fire, the soldiers, with ungovernable fury, 
broke through all restraint ; they levelled their muskets 
at the barricades, and in a moment «two thousand shots 
re-echoed through the Piazza and the Royal Palace. 
The oflScers, who were scattered, rushed, at this outburst, 
to the head of their troops ; the generals hurried from 
beneath the royal portico, and threw themselves among 
the rafnks to stay the attack of their enraged soldiers ; 
it was in vain : their men, reloading their muskets, dis- 
charged another volley, and, throwing themselves into 
column, rushed to the assault. 

The soul of the king, when he heard the second dis- 
charge, was torn by deep emotions of compassion and 
horror. 

" My God !" he exclaimed, " blood is shed ! You are 
the judge and witnesses of all I have done to prevent it. 
Let this blood of my subjects fall upon the heads of those 
who thirsted for it, and provoked it. Oh, my God ! aid 
the cause of justice ! have mercy upon the city and the 
kingdom !'' 

God heard him, and accepted that prayer of that father, 
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the brother, and the friend of his beloved people. Im- 
piety and perfidy have sought by every species of false- 
hood to cast upon the mild and clement sovereign the 
odium of that day of blood : but falsehood is dispelled 
by the rays of truth. The king had already yielded up 
to the conspirators almost every prerogative of the 
crown, but they were not to be satisfied, unless he would 
also sacrifice his conscience. But conscience is of more 
worth than a kingdom ; and can be abandoned only to 
God, who has given a conscience to kings as well as to 
the meanest of their vassals. 

The conspirators thirsted for blood, and found it in 
torrents that confounded them, and enveloped them in 
ruin and death. They labored incessantly during the 
night to block up the streets ; they fortified the houses 
like so many citadels, pierced the shutters and doors for 
their rifles and muskets ; piled mattrasses, bedding, and 
sandbags in front of the parapets to weaken the force 
of the balls, and turned the peaceable people out of 
their habitations, to use them against the troops. Many 
of the inhabitants abandoned their houses to take refuge 
at a distance among their friends, leaving their furniture 
and valuable effects to the mercy of those robbers, who 
after they were defeated and overwhelmed by the royal- 
ists, laid to the charge of the latter, through the Italian 
press, the rapine and spoliation which they themselves 
had committed. 

The terror of the peaceable inhabitants in their houses 
was indescribable. When the first discharge was heard 
at the barricades of Nardones and San Ferdinando con- 
sternation, horror, and mortal anguish filled the minds of 
the citizens. Those whom curiosity had attracted to the 
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Piazza Beale, the square of the Castello and of Monta- 
liveto, vanished instantly, to take refuge in their houses ; 
others ran in confusion, not knowing where to flee ; they 
found the doors shut and the gates barred and bolted ; 
patrols and horsemen at full speed filled the streets, and 
the artillery rattled over the pavement to take up its 
position at the end of the streets, that they might sweep 
them with grape. If a son or a husband happened to 
be absent from their homes, cries of despair burst from 
the poor mothers and wives ; they threw open the win- 
dows, screamed to those at a distance, and waved their 
handkerchiefs, or made loud inquiries of their neighbors 
concerning them. At the same time the rebels were 
running through the streets; some with swords and 
pikes; others dragging along falconets and battering 
cannon, or carrying their rifles, which had arrived from 
England, and had been secretly purchased by the con- 
spirators, who had distributed them the day before to 
their partisans. It is nevertheless still persisted in by 
many that this outbreak was the work of the treacherous 
police of Naples, to raise a civil war in the city. 

Upon the Piazza Reale, after the first discharges of 
the garrison, General Carascosa, seeing that the soldiery 
could no longer be restrained, placed himself at their 
head in the assault, restored order in the ranks, and with 
other generals, marched in the form of a wedge against 
the barricade of San Ferdinando. The horse artillery 
rode up with the cannon, and a furious and bloody 
struggle commenced. A storm of balls hailed upon the 
assailants from the front of the barricade, and from the 
windows on every side : and Marshal Ischitella and Ge- 
nerals Selvaggi, Nunziante, and Carascosa, seeing the 
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destructive fire from the windows of the palace in front 
of San Ferdinando, ordered the pioneers of the Guard 
to break down the doors, and when this was effected, 
they invested it with the soldiers of the marine regiment, 
who rushed to the windows and balconies to direct their 
fire upon the windows opposite. A body of grenadiers 
having also gained possession of the palace of the Fores- 
teria, covered the left flank of the column against the fire 
which was directed upon it from the Cirella Palace, and 
the large windows of the Church of St. Ferdinand. 

The first regiment of Swiss threw themselves upon 
the front of the barricade, then dividing made way for 
the artillery, which poured its round and grape shot upon 
the obstructions and against the angles of the houses 
which kept up the most destructive and most obstinate 
fire ; bursting in the walls, which fell crumbling to the 
ground. The artillery also of the Royal Piazza was 
pointed at the surrounding houses, from which the rebels 
had already wounded General Errico Statella. Those 
terrible balls crashed through the parapets, railings, and 
architraves of the windows, which fell with a horrible 
noise, dragging down the framework and walls together 
with the mangled and wounded conspirators, who fell or 
remained hanging among the ruins of the breach. 

Marshal Lecca, pointing his battery at the barricade, 
poured upon it a terrific storm of balls, which shattered 
its defences, and seeing the fall of the breastwork, he 
sent a company of sappers with the pioneers and the 
chasseurs, who with handspikes, axes, and hatchets, in 
spite of a destructive fire from the houses, succeeded, 
after an hour of struggling and slaughter, in clearing a 
wide breach underneath. The enormous mass of stones, 
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logs, trunks of trees, and beams, then fell with a horrible 
crash; the soldiers raised a shout of joy, which was 
re-echoed by the troops upon the Piazza Reale, with 
cries of triumph and victory. The front ranks leaped 
upon the ruins of the barricade, and with their bayonets 
charged the National Guard, who sought to fly from the 
rage of the victors, but many fell, pierced through their 
backs, or with their heads and shoulders laid open by 
the swords of the pursuers. 

When that great barrier was thus taken, the soldiers 
immediately rushed to the assault of the Cirella Palace, 
from the windows of which death and ruin had hailed so 
mercilessly down upon their brave and devoted ranks. 
Their fury soon reduced the doors to fragments ; they 
poured like a foaming torrent into the halls and courts ; 
climbed through the lower windows, and bounded up the 
stairs with levelled bayonets. The conspirators fired a 
few shots down from^ above, and planted themselves at 
the turns and upon the landings, at the doors and at the 
ends of the passages and outlets. But the soldiers, at 
the sight of the dead bodies of their comrades who had 
fallen upon the steps, sprang like raging lions into the 
apartments, and pierced with their bayonets, or cut down 
with their swords, every one that opposed their passage. 
There were in this den of miscreants upwards of a hun- 
dred; one-fourth of the number were foreigners of 
almost every nation, men of most desperate character ; 
many of them were put to the sword, and the others, 
panic-stricken, pale and shivering with terror, casting 
off the uniform of the National Guard, crept under the 
beds, into the wardrobes and closets, and behind the 
curtains and tapestry. The soldiers buuted them out 
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of every hole and corner, and dragged them from their 
hiding-places by the heels and arms, covered with dust 
and cobwebs ; but they were neither slain nor maltreated 
by their noble and generous victors, but after being dis- 
armed, delivered by a strong escort to General Selvaggi 
and Marshal Lecca, who sent them on board an old (\ 
frigate of the Darsena. \ 

The soldiers, from the windows and balconies, and the 
marines, from the windows of the palace, directed their 
fire towards the second barricade, clearing Toledo in ad- 
vance of the columns which were charging down upon 
it, and keeping in awe the rebels, who were firing from 
the windows. The storm of grape-shot again swept 
destructively over the barricade and the houses on each 
side, while two heavy cannon sent a destructive dis- 
charge through the front wall of the barricade, which, 
by these irresistible shocks, fell with a deafening crash 
to the ground. Again the grenadiers throw themselves 
within ; they are reinforced by fresh squadrons, which 
rush into the houses, slay, disarm, and seize the conspi- 
rators ; the street is now clear as far as the Vico Car- 
minello. The third barricade was stormed with less 
difficulty, on account of the diminished numbers of the 
rebels, and the garrison remained masters of the ground 
as far as the other side of the Vico Tedeschi. 

A company of grenadiers, which was marching round 
by the Marina, found upon the shore of Santa Lucia, a 
crowd of lazzari and fishermen, awaiting, with fearful 
anxiety, the result o f the conflict; on hearing of t he 
victory, an d the destruction of the barr^'^^^^"; ^^^y — ' 
rflLlsft^ fl. shnnt. otjny!^ " Long livft thft king ! TTip jus- 
tice 01 Uod id witEhim against the robbers !" and with 
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these cries they ran to destroy the barricades, carrying 
away the beams, planks, wheels, and carts, and every- 
thing they could lay their hands upon. 

While these assaults and fierce struggles were raging 
at the entrances of Toledo, a part of the fourth and the 
second Swiss regiment, hearing from the Carmine the 
first sound of the cannon, and seeing the signals for aid 
upon the watch-towers of the fortress of St. Elmo, of 
Castel Nuovo, and of Castel dell* Ovo, hastened to the 
square of the Castello, with half a battery of heavy ar- 
tillery. Marshal Labrano, from the steps of the Gran 
Guardia, ordered the fourth to the assault of the barri- 
cade of Santa Brigida, to throw it down and force their 
way into Toledo, to join the first regiment, which was 
attacking the obstructions above San Ferdinando. 

But they had not advanced above fifty paces up the 
street of Santa Brigida, when, from the hotel of the 
Giglio d'Oro, from the Monastery, and from the win- 
dows of all the houses on their flanks, a terrific fire of 
musketry was opened upon their dense ranks. Still 
advancing, they returned the fire of the barricade, in 
front, and of the houses on the side, with an incessant 
and rapid discharge. The Lieutenant Major, Edward 
Goumaens, rushed in front of his men, and was the first 
to leap upon the barricade, shouting to his brave grena- 
diers to follow him. They rushed like lions to the very 
top of the parapet, but Goumaens fell, and his followers 
were forced back with severe loss. At this sight, the 
bravery and fury of the company of grenadiers re- 
doubled, but although they poured a perfect shower of 
balls at all the windows, they made but little impression 
upon their enemies, who delivered their fire from be- 
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hind thick quilts and mattrasses, and in comparative 
security, dealt destruction upon the troops. Already, 
Frederick Konig, Ferdinand Scapter, Paul Grand, and 
other officers, were wounded and disabled. Rudolf 
Sturter, captain of fusiliers, who had been previously 
wounded in three places, was called by name, from a 
window of the Giglio d*Oro, and as he approached he 
was stretched lifeless by a ball which entered his fore- 
head. 

The colonel, seeing that the soldiers could make no im- 
pression in column, withdrew them ; he ordered up the 
cannon, then placing his men in two files, on opposite 
sides, directed a cross fire upon the windows, and 
charged again upon the barricade. The artillery poured 
forth a destructive fire of round shot at the centre of 
the barricade, and swept the windows, along both sides, 
with canister, striking the balconies and other projec- 
tions, and crushing everything in its course. It was a 
scene of horror and ruin. The sides of the barricade 
were battered to fragments, the National Guards were 
seen beyond, vainly endeavoring to fill up the gaps with 
beams, and earth, and fascines, but every renewed dis- 
charge sent into the air those obstructions, together with 
the men. 

The barricade was at length forced, and the soldiers 
poured into Toledo, hotly pursuing the National Guards, 
now in headlong flight; but an unremitting fire of 
musketry still poured down from the windows; and 
among those who received wounds at this moment, were 
the officer Frederick Russilon and the colonel in com- 
mand. The latter retired instantly to the Largo di 
Castello, and ordered the Lieutenant Colonel, Di Mu- 
. VOL. I. 35 
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rait, to take the command, and sent forward the second 
battalion to the relief of the first. The companies, in- 

" furiated at the view of the numerous dead, rushed a^ong, 
under the walls of the houses, overturned every obstacle, 
and charged down the street, where resistance was now 
at an end ; but in their headlong course Gabriel Eyman, 
of the first fusiliers, Stanpfli, of the chasseurs, and the 
Captain, Frederick Wattewill, were struck down at their 
head. Seeing their commanders weltering in their 
blood, the maddened soldiers, with ungovernable fury, 
breaking through all restraint, assaulted houses, shat- 
tered the doors with their axes, and rushing like lions 
upon the rebels within, slaughtered all that opposed 
them, sparing, however, all who laid down their arms 

I and begged for mercy. 

/ The press of Young Italy, however, filled the world 

/ with narrations of unheard-of barbarities, imputing to 
the soldiers a total disregard of age and sex, represent- 
ing them as slaughtering infirm old ^en and women, 
innocent children, and infants at the breast. They re- 
present them as seizing the helpless innocents by the 
feet, and dashing out their brains against the walls, or 
piercing them with their bayonets, and casting tHem, 
still living, from the windows. These same journals 
prftmrvfl a r^rnftj nil^n^^ ^^^^erninc ^^^ rnimngr inflirtrd 
upon the soldier y by the conspirators, from the shelter ed 
positions i> w^^^^ ^^^y had p ntrenche( j thflTn fi ftlvpf ij ttn4 
concerning their treachery and robberies; and, after 
plunging that peaceable and noble metropolis into such 
disorder, and flooding it with the blood of its citizens, 
they charge it upon its faithful soldiers, and treat them 
as assassins in the face of Europe. 
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One single innocent victim fell -among those tragic 

scenes, gmj ^Imt. wggfl^f^ y()"^g nP^ ^ ''^"^ ^ rff^Ti.7Q^ 

daughter of Marquis Vasaturo, from wh ^«^ rffl^'^r n<io rit^ 
active a "fire had been kept up upon the soldiery. When 
the doors were broken down, the soldiers rushed up the 
stairs to stop the firing of the conspirators ; they ran 
furiously from one apartment to another, and in enter- 
ing oile of the rooms they heard persons flying to the 
next and fastening the door on the other side, and in 
their rage a musket was discharged against the panel of 
the door. By a lamentable mischance, the terrified young 
lady, in endeavoring to secure the door, was pierced through • 
the breast, and fell lifeless upon the floor. The soldiers^ 
having forced open the door, beheld, to their sorrow, in- 
stead of one of the rebels, that noble young lady in the 
agonies of death. They raised her body from the floor, 
carried it to a bed, and carefully placed it upon the 
pillows, and with inexpressible grief they left that house 
of death. 

Beloved flower of youth ! thy fate has been mourned 
by the sincere and ihe noble, who saw thee cut down by 
the rage of civil discord; but party fury (afterwards 
so cool in Rome on the death of the learned Prelate 
Palma, who, like yourself, was slain by the rebels in the 
papal chambers) kindled at your death the lurid torch 
of calumny, aspersion against the faithful soldiers of your 
king. 

By these severe struggles the entrance and centre 
of Toledo were reduced; but, in the mean time, the 
conspirators, who had entrenched themselves at Mon- 
taliveto, were using every means to secure against the 
royalists the defence of that great stronghold, which 
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they had constructed with one end resting against the 
Ricciardi Palace, and the other against the wall of the 
house opposite. That barricade was a massive construc- 
tion of stones and earth, flanked by heavy benches, con- 
fessionals, chests, and coaches filled with sand and tow. 
The regiment of grenadiers of the Guard tjame up from 
the Medina Fountain like a whirlwind, and filing oflF 
beneath the houses to keep up a cross-fire upon the win- 
dows, followed by a considerable body of hussars, com- 
maiided by the brave Duke di Sangro, fell upon the 
barricades, under a shower of bullets poured forth from 
its front, and from the windows. The pioneers tore 
down the wood-work, the sappers, with pickaxes, forks, 
and crowbars, broke and dug away the mound of stone 
and earth. Dense clouds of dust arose from the crash- 
ing ruin, and rendered everything around invisible. A 
tempest of balls was poured from the Ricciardi Palace 
upon the assailants. At length cannon was pointed 
at the door, which burst it in, and effected a large 
breach, by which the grenadiers rushed in upon the 
conspirators, but the resistance was more obstinate than 
they had expected, for those who found no means of 
escape, rendered desperate, made head against them at 
the top of the stairs and at the doors, firing rapidly 
upon the assailants, who, with bayonets in rest, forced 
their way into every apartment, struck down those that 
made opposition, and disarmed all that asked for quarter. 
During the confusion, the rebels, who kept their print- 
ing press and secret documents and records in the 
palace, set fire to their most important papers, but 
hearing the thundering crash of the cannon at the door, 
they fled panic-stricken, and let themselves down from 
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tlie windows of the Vico Donnalbina, leaving the papers 
scattered upon the floor of the room. The flames which 
arose from them caught other papers upon the book- 
shelves, and from there passed to the window-curtainaj 
whence they rapidly extended, and the whole quarter 
was wrapt in an inextinguishable conflagration- 

Among the persons in the palace at the time of the 
assault was the Cardinal di Benevento. He waa treated 
with the greatest respect by the soldiers; they even 
permitted a number of conspirators to pass who had 
placed themselves secretly among his suite, but his 
books, papers, and efiects were- consumed with the 
palace. The ladies met with the same treatment. The 
officers and captains protected the entrances of the pri- 
vate apartments, while the soldiers pursued the conspi- 
rators through the rest of the building* When the 
slaughter of their companions, and the insults offered to i 
them by the conspirators are considered, the moderation ' 
of the soldiers presents a spectacle of generosity worthy 
of praise and admiration. The royali&ta are, neverthe- 
less, unblushingly charged by the Italian liberal press 
with barbarities sought for in vain even in the history 
of the taking of Famagosta by the Turks, or the sacking 
of Rome by the LuthBrans of Bourbon, 
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